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PREFACE. 



iRATEFl'l: ncknnwIed^mentB are due, aud are respectfally tendered, 
a tbe following Aulhois for the lue of their compasitiona in tbis 
Hymnnl. In by far Ihe ^renter number of instBnoeB permiBaion to 
insert tbe Hymna bu been aaked. and in all aucb casea baa b<?en 
most courteoualy granted. In the few cases where, either through 
inability to obtain addresses, or ihrougb inadvertence, the Editor 
not eommunicated with living authon, their kiud indulBenca is 
requested. 

Bl.OsWBid AIi™. Ee.: W! P. Balfcra. ' 

Jev. H. H. BtfBfK, M,A. Rbt. Hjda W, Beadon, A.M. 



ai. S- BMing.(jDuld, 

'^v. ^r li. JaokflOD. 
«orKe MaoDonaW, M. 



O. E. Mudte, Em. 
fttr.'a. ^5ltniore?'M A, 



r, PiTtriagB. Esq. _. 

E, H. Plumptre, D.D. B«f. FranciB .un, m 

V. J. potter. M A, Riv. T, B. Powell, y 

O. R. Firimi'. M.A. Geone Rawxia, Esq. 

J. SaUqljurr, K.A. Mrs.^hip(oD. 

0. H. SpnrEeon. Ret. Dr. Btanlcr ( 



The traDsJaCoTH of Hymne from the IaucI ol LuUier (H.L.L.) 

Thanks are alao presented to the proprietors of " Hymns Anci 
and Modem," for leave kiodly granted to nse the Hymna of tho 
lote Eev. Sir H. W. Baker ; to Mrs. Lynch for similar permissioii 
regard to Hymna in tbe "Kivulet," by her late huahand ; to the K 
Canon Furse, for tbe use of Hymns by the late Rbi , S -■*,■?. ."*-«« 
D.D.; and to J. T, Hayea, Esq., ioT tVe Mfte ul ft>a ^i™*.»*;v<: 
/ MKU'eotljitinaini Greek Hymns byttielA^^^e-i.'iit. 5. l.Vi»>^ 



ir •■ PREFACE. 



From Messrs. Bell & Co., and Longmans & Co. (publishers), i>er- 
mission has also been obtained for the use of Hymns by Miss Adelaide 
A. Procter and Miss Winkworth. 

Should this Hymnal meet the eyes of the following American 
authors, they, too, will please to accept thanks for Hymns the inser- 
tion of which has added to the interest and general usefulness of the 
book :— 

Rev. Dr. Ray Palmer. Rev. Dr. S. F. Smith. 

Mrs. H. B. Stowe. Mrs. S. E. Miles. 

John Greenleaf Whittier. Oliver Wendell Holmes. 

Rev. E. H. Nevin. Rev. Dr. E. H. Sears. 

Rev. S. Longfellow. Rev. R. C. Watereton. 

Rev. Dr. MUhlehberg. Mrs. G. W. Hinsdale. 

Mr. T. W. Higginson. Mrs. P. J Crosby. 

The compilers have availed themselves of the services of ISIr. D. 
Sedgwick, the eminent Hymnologist (of Sun Street, Bishopsgate 
Street), both in obtaining from a number of the authors and repre- 
sentatives of authors above mentioned permission to print Hymns, 
and also in assigning the authorship of Hymns concerning which the 
author was uncertain. 

It only remains to be stated that, whenever practicable, the original 
text of every author has been consulted ; and this text has been 
rigorously followed, except in cases where to the Committee of 
Preparation there seemed to be specially strong reasons for a change. 
When any change has been made, though it be only in a single import- 
ant word, the fact is indicated by affixing an asterisk to the author's 
name. In these cases the author is not to be held responsible for 
the hymn as it stands. 
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PRAISE OF GOD, 

^ L.M. 

VLL people that on earth do dwell, 
Sing to the Lord'v^'ith cheerful voice ; 

1 Jim serve with mirth. His praise forth tell, 

Come ye before Him and rejoice. 

2 Know ye, the Lord is God indeed ; 

Without our aid He did us make ; 

We are His flock. He doth us feed; 

And for His sheep He doth us take. 

3 O enter, then. His gates with praise. 

Approach with joy His courts unto; 
Fraise, laud, and bless His name always. 
For it is seemly so to do. 

4 For why? the Lord our God is good, 

His mercy is for ever sure ; 
His truth at all times firmly stood. 
And shall from age to age endure. 

W. KEIHE (?) 

2 8.7.8.3.7. 

A NGELS holy, 
xV High and lowly. 
Sing the praises of the Lord ! 
Earth and sky, all living nature, 
Man, the stamp of thy Creator, 
Praise ye, praise ye, God the Lord ! 

3 Sun and moon bright, 
Night and noonlight. 

Starry temples azure-floored ; 
Cloudandrain. and wild wind'smadness. 
Sons of God that shout for ghidnes.<;. 

Praise ye, praise ye, God the Lord! 

3 Ocean hoary. 
Tell His glory, 

Cliflfs, where tumblingseashave roared! 
Pulse of waters, blithely beating. 
Wave advancing, wave retreating. 

Praise ye, praise ye, God the Lord ! 

4 Kock and high land, 
Wood and island. 

Crag, where eagle's pride hath soared ; 
Mighty mountains, purple-breasted. 
Peaks cloud-cleaving, snowy-crested, 

Praise ye, praise ye, God the Lord! 

5 Rolling river, 
Praise Him ever, 

Fromthemountain'sdeepvein poured; 
Silver fountain, clearly gushing. 
Troubled torrent, madly rushing, 
Pnuae ye, praise je, God the Lord \ 



6 Bond and free man, 
Land and sea man, 

Earth, with peoples widely stored. 
Wanderer lone o'er prairies ample, 
Full-voiced choir, in costly temple. 

Praise ye, praise ye, God the Lord 1 

7 Praise Him ever. 
Bounteous Giver; 

Praise Him. Father. Friend, andlord ! 
Each glad soul its free course winging. 
Each glad voice its free song singing. 

Praise the great and mighty Lord I 

J. S. JBLACKIE. 



BEFORE Jehovah's awful throno 
Ye nations bow with sacred joy; 
Know that the Lord is God alone, 
He can create, and He destroy. 

2 His sovereign power, without our aid. 

Made us of clay and formed us men ; 
And when like wandering sheep we 
strayed, , 
He brought us to His fold again. 

3 We are His people, we His care. 

Our souls, and all our mortal frame : 
What lasting honours shall we rear. 
Almighty Maker, to Thy name? 

4 We'll crowd Thy gates with thankful 

songs. 
High as the heavens our voices raise ; 
And earth, with her ten thousaua 

tongueSt 
Shall fill Thy courts with sounding 

praise. 

5 Wide as the world is Thy command ; 

Vast as eternity Thy love ; 
Firm as a rock Thy truth must stand. 
When rolling years shall cease to move. 

WATTS.* 



c 7S, 

COME, O come, in pious lays, 
Sound we God Almighty's praise ; 
Come, ye sons of human race, 
lu this chorus take your place; 
And, amid the mortal throng, 
Be you masters of the song. 

2 Angels and supernal powers, 
Be the noblest worship ^Qxira*, 
Let, \xi ^xaX^ft cA Q.ci5^, >Cas. ^'sasx^ 
■Run Oi tiQi\et-«tia2va.?, ^^"^^^^.^ Vvc. 



PHATSE. 



3 From the earth's remotest end. 
Let the voico of praise ascend; 
Spreading wide from shore to shore, 
Let the ocean-fulness roar; 
Winds and clouds, as on ye move. 
Bear the mighty sound above. 

4 So shall He,' from heaven's high tower. 
On the earth His blessings pour : 

-And this huge wide orb we see 
Shall one choir— one temple— be ; 
Then, O come, in pious lays 
Sound we God Almighty's praise, 

G. WITHER.* 

O L.M. 

GIVE to our God immortal praise ; 
Mercy and truth are all His ways ; 
Wonders of grace to God belong, 
Repeat His mercies in your song. 

2 Give to the Lord of Lords renown ; 
The King of Elings with glory crown ; 

His mercies ever shall endure, [more. 
When lords and kings are known no 

3 He built the earth, He spread the sky, 
And fixed the starry lights on high ; 

Wonders of grace to God belong ; 
Repeat His mercies in your song. 

4 He fills the sun with morning light, 
He bids the moon direct the night; 

His mercies ever shall endure, 
^fben sun and moon shall shine no 
more. 

5 He sent His Son with power to save 
From guilt and darkness and the grave ; 

Wonders of grace to God belong; 
Repeat His mercies in your song. 

6 Through this vain world He guides our 

feet, 
And leads us to His heavenly seat ; 
His mercies ever shall endure. 
When this vain world shall be no more. 

WATTS. 

6 78. 

GOD of mercy, God of grace, 
Show the brightness of Thy face; 
Shine upon us, Saviour, shine. 
Fill Thy Church with light divine ; 
And Thy saving health extend, 
Unto earth's remotest end. 

2 Let the people praise Thee, Lord ; 
Be by all that uve adored ; 

Let the nations shout and sing 
Glory to their Savioiu: King; 
At Thy feet theur tribute pay, 
And Thy holy will obey. 

3 Let the people praise Thee, Lord, 
Earth shall then her fruits afford; 
God to man His blessing give; 
Man to God devoted live; 

All below, and all above, 
On3 in joy and light and love. 

H. y. LYTE. 

ITALLELUJAH! Raise. O raise 
-'-' To our God tho song ot praise ; 
All Hia Borvanta Join to sing 
God our Saviour and our King. 



2 Blessed be for evermore | 
That dread name which we adore ; i 
Hound the world His preuse be sung, I 
Through all lands, in every tongue. i 

3 O'er all nations God alone, ' 
Higher than the heavens Hia tbxone; 
Who is like to Gud most high. 
Infinite in majesty? 1 

4 Yet to view the heavens He bends; 
Yea, to earth He condescends; 
Passing by the rich and great. 

For the low and desolate. 

5 He can raise the poor to stand 
With the princes of the land : 
Wealth upon the needy shower. 
Set the meanest high in power. 

'5 He the broken spirit cheers. 
Turns to joy the mourner's tears ; 
Such the wonders of His ways ; 
Praise His name— for ever praise. 

J. CONDER. 

8 

HEAVEN and earth, and sea and air, 
Still their Maker's praise declare ; 
Thou, my soul, as loudly sing. 
To thy God thy praises bring. 

3 See the sun his power awakes. 
As through clouds his glory breaks ; 
See the moon and stars of light 
Praising God in stillest night. 

3 See how God this rolling globo 
Swathes with beauty like a robe ; 
Forests, fields, and living thing.s. 
Each its Maker's glory sings. 

4 Through the air Thy praises meet 
Birds are singing clear and sweet : 
Fire, and storm, and wind, Thy will 
As Thy ministers fulfil. 

5 Ocean waves Thy glory tell. 

At Thy touch they sink and swell ; 
From the well-spring to the sea. 
Rivers miurmur. Lord, of Thee. 

6 Ah! my God, what wonders lie 
Hid in Thine infinity! 

Stamp upon my inmost heart 
What I am, and what Thou art. 

J. NEANDER, trans. J. D. BURKS.* 
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73. 



HOLY, Holy, Holy Lord! 
Be Thy glorious name adored ; 
Lord! Thy mercies never fail; 
Hail, celestial goodness, hail! 

2 Though unworthy. Lord ! Thine ear. 
Yet otur hallelujahs hear : 

Purer praise we hope to taring, 
When around Thy throne we sinj. 

3 While on earth ordained to staj\ 
Guide our footsteps in Thy way ; 
Then on high we'll joyful raise 
Songs of everlasting praise. 

4 Then no tongue shall silent be ; 
AU shall loin in harmony ; 
And through \ie«v en' B«t\\-a^wi\ci\vRxa^axv\ 
Prais3 lo T\icc «ViftW cn^x sovm^i. 





Cutliwdawn tbclriralileii rrowciunna 
I Cliembim and Kmrhim f»litos dow 

2 ll.^W5l^ 



Z'-i^Sil 



rilnfuliniin Thyjlotj 



4 Holy. Hair, Boll' T Ji-ocdnodAtmlghtyl 
lb fUth and hky ami eea ; 



HOLT. noir. noi5. i.or.i 
Gulal UoaUI whcDhncenudwHta, 

j iMOed Into ElorioM V.liUi, 

I And-rSiMcja iS.l Ihcni'^'.l: 



O mar He. bj Hli gncp, 
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T ST 119. wftta B BlidmniD mind. 
-Li PniiMlhoLoid,forHBi»klnJ; 

9 He, with iIl-cdmiiiuidlQg mlebt. 
puled Urn ncirmodo wotia irith 
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}U]r. HolJ LoTLl 




Holy, Holy! nil 
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U'i 


all nifn prabo tto 






ViCt ai, Uwn. vlcb glulsoiae t 
Pr^K ths Lord, fot He is kii 



14 ...I 

T ONd iia T live I'll bleu Tliy luupf 
->• M» King, my God al luie; 

lu Uie briiiht >oFtd Bbsie. 
fi»<U la tlie Lord. Bb |»w» unhninn 
ni Blui: Uie bmioun of Tby Ibrone, 



"jSlli e*vSqi» »w4iia.Tv>-i \^'-'^^ 






nd Thine eterDal hliwkm slani 
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ifbt Lt is to sing. 



! Llniul piBiBe be Thine ! 

WLio chui Thr puIh abo'io, 
Wu on euLee' winsa a*pIk- 

Tlice ttiay ilng iriUi elorr CToini?i 
We oitol tlie diiiig Labib ; 

Our lODg Jb fl^lL the Bsmo. 

3 Father. God, ^r lore ve pimiie, 

ffhtch jmTO Tiy Son to die ; 

JcsWt full of tnicli and graoe, 

Hiiliit, Onafortat dlvloe, 
PralH by all to Thee 1w (iTen ; 



MIGHTY Godl nhilo angela 1. 



' '*A^e?B*nt'^eK? 


'aT^" 


■tiop. 


SmindJd through 


thei.S 




Be Th, juet au 


lawfal 




F^l^lwS'wrt 


"A 


"\hl^ 




ndjod 




'^?bS^jr. 


nVSiVESi 


"^iSSlSSS^V 


sa-js" 


"ts«ii&'K.,^r3rai; 


miwiihl K poor. 






Who duo rtnff 




■UKODB 


C Brr^htnnn of »ie 
HhnJlThy pniK 


^nutL 


fSr 


sing^thelESrd who ™ 




? J^ /i*-%<fi«( 




lgi0I7, 


Tb fbi ctoaa of 






'AS.-z-SSfJVi 


H^k 



Tbenoe letum. a 



My Goil, ms Kine. ThJ TKioui prain 
SheJI Blithe ri^mnaat i>E my dayi; 
Thv grace tmpJoy mr bumble tongc:^. 
TUl duth and Elorir ralie Ibe aoos. 
Tbe wioim of enTV bour Bhall bear 



ILut dreadful to the Btubhom foi>. 
Thj KOrlia with EdverclEn (lory ebine 

The aouDd and honour of Tby nuu.-. 



siTff/.'sej 
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l f Y soul, repeat His pralae. 



?Si.. 



aSHI 



9 TH Ho forgllM Uiy Bil 



Uy Ha belorta Sou. 
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I (\ GIVE OUUlllB to Him "lio mlLdi 

RouriTEr hod GlTor of lUL b^^o^I- 
> NTf hill >l<icp uua dullr lood ; 

GuV<i of DDT UUCiJJlSClOUa tlOUTB. 

> Ojlre thaBte to utuK*! Klni. 
WEo Bi»dB may Imotbtnt ^^; 

tiin, tha mlua'i hnmerUl Itime,- 



Cuna ftH nbel iDikD ta'lin: 
In Ibe pub Bimsell haOi urn]. 
iMdiDK buk lUi unu tu (iod. 

21 

f\ THOU, to wlioiii in imcloit limu 
U TbelyraarUEWi-wbiinllwuinnlilt 

Aod prop^QtB prblBod wLtu g lonioif 



I Tioto! 



I Atrength hDil beADl] 



be lyrtjiTf Ltroi^b luk 



n WCiBMHir tbo Kinj. 

O graLf fully Biog 
Hil panrr [ind BiB lots ; 

3 O (dl ot Hit night. 

briaCs or wrath 

And dark I 



1 The cuili vlth lU Btoi° 
AlmlicLlrf 1 Th) poaer 

Hntb riTumlwl of old ; 
Ilath ituklish'd It tub 

Br ft cbongFleis ieara, 
AndmuiiilKhatfacut. 

Uka ■ inantt^. Uis ica. 

And orwlly dlitlli 
In the dew uid Qte Tti 
S Fiafl ohtldKi. o( 

Out''i3al.c" UalmlSS. 

IW.'U.tini^r, sua Fti. 

c< <t mianinlna Niglil 

■WiiiU anKClii dij](ht 
To hima Thee nbm 

lluiigb fueble theii 

SlioU Um to Thy "pi 
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f\ WORaHlP tho Lord j 






IPRATSK 



2 Low at His feet lay thy burden of 

carcfulncsf?, 
nigh on His heart He will bear it 

for thee, 
(.'omfort thy sorrows, and answer thy 

prayerfulnoRs, 
Guiding thy steps as may best for 

thee be. 

3 Fear not to enter His courts in the 

slendoruess 
Of the poor wealth thou wouldst 

reckon as thine: 
Trtith in its beauty, and love in its 

tenderness, 
These are the offerings to lay on 

His shrine. 

4 These, though we bring them in trem- 

bling and fearfulness. 
Ho will accept for the Name that 

is dear; 
Mornings of joy give for evenings of 

tearfulness, 
Trust for our trembling, and hope 

for our fear. 

5 O worship the Lord in the beauty of 

holiness ! 
Bow down before Him, His glory 

proclaim ; 
"With cold of obedience, and incense of 

lowliness, 
Kucol and adore Him, the LoRU is 

His Name! 

J. 8. B. MONSELL. 
24 87.87.47. 

PRAISE, my soul, the King of Heaven, 
To His feet thy tribute bring ; 
llnnsomed, healed, restored, forgiven, 
Who like thee His praise should sing ! 

Praise Him! praise Him! 
Praise the everlasting King! 

2 Praise Him for His crace and favour 

To our fathers in distress; 
Praise Him, still the same as ever, 
8I0W to chide, and swift to bless. 

Praise Him ! praise Him I 
Glorious in His faithfulness ! 

3 Father-like, He tends and spares us, 

Well our feeble frame He knows; 
In His hands He gently bears us, 
Rescues us from all our foes. 

Praise Him ! praise Him I 
Widely as His mercy flows! 

4 Anijels, help us to adore Him ; 

Ye behold Him face to face; 
Sun and moon, bow down before Him, 
Dwellers all in time and space. 
Praise Him ! praise Him ! 
Praise with ua the God of grace ! 

H. F. Li'XK. 



8.7. 

heavens. 



25 

PRAISE the Lord! yo 
-^ adore Him, 
Praise Him. ansela, in the height ; 
'^^^^dtuoon rejoice before Him, 
■frMse Him, aU y^ atara of light. 



2 Praise the Lord ! for He hath spoken ; 

Worlds His mighty voice obeyed; 
Laws which never shall be broken 
For their guidance hath He made. 

3 Praise the Lord ! for He is glorious; 

Never shall His promise fail; 
Hod hath made His saints victorioos, 
Sin and death shall not prcvaiL 

J Praise the God of our salvation; 
Hosts on high His power proclaim; 
Heaven and earth and all creation 
Laud and magnify His Name ! 

KEMPTHORNE (?) 

26 8.7. double. 

PRAISE to Thee. Thou great Creator. 
Praise be Thine from every tongue ; 
Join, my soul, with every creature, 

Join the universal song. 
Father, source of all compassion, 
, Pure, unbounded grace is Thine;- | 
Hail ! the God of our salvation. 
Praise Him for His love divine ! 

2 For ten thousan<l blessings given, 

For the hope of future ioy, 
Sound His praise through earth and 
heaven, 

Sound Jehovah's praise on high ; 
Joyfully on earth adore Him. 

Ti!l in heaven our song we raise ; 
Tliero, enraptured, fall before Him, 

Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 

J. FAWCETT. 

^* ' ii.io.ri.io. 

PRAISE ye Jehovah f praise the Lord 
most holy. 
Who cheers the contrite, girds with 

strength the weak; 
Praise Him who will with glory crown 

the lowly, 
And with salvation beautify the meek. 
Praise yo Jehovah ! for His loving-kind- 

A J^^^f^ .1. . , I shown; 

And all the tender mercy He hath 
Wiio pardons sin, and cures the spirit's 
blindness. Town. 

Who calls us sons, and seals us for His 

Praise ye Jehovah ! source of every 

blessing, 
Before whose gifts earth's richest boons 

are dim; 
He gave His Son, and life in Him pos- 

sessing. f ifim. 

All things are ours, for we have all in 

4 Praise ye Jehovah! who so freely gave ua 
His gift unspeakable. His only Son ; 
Praise ye the Lnmb I who gave Himself 

to save us ; 
And sends the unction from the Holy 

One. M. C. CAMPBELL. 

28 

c. jr. 

P RAISE ye tVie Tjottl, vvavcvottal cvuirel 
In \\eaveu\v "hexftYiVA «>dov«, 
\Viih harp, anOLvo\ce, «bv\<\ «>o>x\& olto^^ 
Luming vr'iXYi v*it^**^^ \oNe. 



I»RATf?E. 



2 Shine to His glory, worlds of light I 

Ye million suns of space. 
Fair moons and glittering stars of night, 
Running your mystic race. 

3 Ye gorgeous clouds that deck the sky 

With crystal, crimson, gold ; 
And rainbow arches raised on high, 
The Light of Light unfold. 

4 Storm,lightning, thunder, hail and snow, 

Wild winds that keep His word, 
With the old mountains far below, 
Unite to bless the Lord. 

5 His Name, ye forests, wave along; 

Whisper it, every flower; 
Birds, beasts, and insects, swell the song, 
That tells His lore and power. 

6 And round the wide world let lb roll. 

Whilst man shall lead it on ; 
Join, every ransomed human soul, 
In glorious unison! 

7 Come, aged man! come, little child! 

Youth, maiden, peasant, king, 
To God in Jesus reconciled, 
Your hallelujahs bring. 

S The all-creating Deity ! 

Maker of earth and heaven ! 

The great Redeeming Majesty, 

To Him the praise be given ! 

O. 11AW80N. 
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8.7. 



ROUND the Lord in glory seated, 
Cherubim and Seraphim 
Filled His temple, and repeated 
Each to each the alternate hymn: 
" Lord, Thy glory fills the heaven ; 
Earth is with its fulness stored ; 
Unto Thee be glory given. 
Holy, Holy, Holy Lord I" 

3 Heaven is still with glory ringing, 
Earth takes up the angels' cry, 
*• Holy, Holy, Holy, ' sftiging. 
** Lord of hosts, the Lord most high." 
" Lord. Thy glory fills the hearen. 
Earth is with its fulness stored; 
Unto Thee be glory given, 
Holy, Holy, Holy Lord!" 

3 With His seraph train before Him, 
With His holy church below, 
Thus conspire we to adore Him, 
Bid we thus our anthem flow : 
** Lord, Thy glory fills the heaven. 
Earth is with its fulness stored ; 
Unto Thoe be srlory given. 
Holy, Holy, Holy Lord!" 

R. MANT. 
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8.7.8.7.8.8.7. 

SING praise to God Who reigns above. 
The God of all creation, 
The God of power, the God of love. 

The God of our salvation ; 
With healing bairn my soul He fillA, 
Aad every faithleaa murmur stills ; 
To God nil praise and glory I 



What God's almighty power hath mado 
His gracious mercy keepeth; 

By'morning glow or evening soado 
His watchful eye noer sleepeth ; 

Within the kingdom of His might 

Lo ! all is just, and all is right ; 
To God all praise and glory ! 

The Lord is never far away. 
But, through all grief distressing, 

An ever-present help and Ptay, 
Our peace, and joy, and blessing ; 

As with a mother's tender hand. 

He leads His own. His chosen band ; 
To God all praise and glory ! 

Thus all my toilsome way along 

I sing aloud Thy praises. 
That men may hear the grateful sous 

My voice unwearied raises : 
Be joyful in the Lord, my heart. 
Both soul and body bear your part; 

To God all praise and glory! 
J. J. scHtJTZ, trans, f. e. cox. 
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SING to the Lord a joyful song, 
Lif tup your hearts, your voices raise. 
To us His gracious gifts belong, 
To Him oiur songs of love and praise. 

3 For life and love, for rest and food, 
For daily help and nightly care, 
Sing to the Lord, for He is good. 
And praise His Name, for It is fair. 

3 For strength to those who on Him wait. 
His truth to prove, His will to do; 
Praise ye our God, for He is great. 
Trust in His Name, for It is true. 

4 For joys untold that daily move 
Round those who love His sweet employ, 
Sing to oiur God, for He is love. 
Exalt His Name, for It is joy. 

5 For life below, with all its bliss. 
And for that life, more pure and high. 
That inner life which over this 
Shall ever shine, and never die ; 

6 Sing to the Lord of heaven and earth. 
Whom angels serve and saints adore, 
The Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
To Whom be praise for evermore. 

J. 8. B. SIONSELL. 
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SONGS of praise the angels sang. 
Heaven with hallelujahs rang. 
When Jehovah's work begun ; 
When He spake, and it was done. 

2 Songs of praise awoke the morn 
When the Frinc^ of Peace was born ; 
Songs of praise arose when He 
Captive led captivity. 

3 Heaven and earth must pass away : 
Songs of praise shall crown that day ; 
God will make new heavens and carta ; 
Songs of praise shall baii. V.V^'iSx \i\iCtt.. 

And «Jb.aJ\ mwi «\.q!u% Xsfc ^3awJ«\, 
T\\\ t\i«k\, ^g^ofiox^VJvTVi^^^.^^^^^ 
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PRAISE. 



8.M. 



5 Saints below with heart and voice 
Still in songs of praise rejoice; 
Learning here, by faith and lore, 
Songs of praise to sing abore. 

Borne upon thehr latest breath, 
Songs of praise shall conquer death: 
Then, anndst eternal joy, 
Songs of praise their powers employ. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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STAND up and bless the Lord, 
Y© people of His choice ; 
Stand up and bless the Lord your God, 
With neart and soul and voice. 

2 Though high above all praise, 

Above all blessing high, 
Who would not fear His holy Name, 
And laud and magnify? 

3 O for the living flame 

From His ohh altar brought. 
To touch our lips, our minds inspire, 
And wing to heaven our thought 1 

4 There, with benign regard, 

Our hymns He deigns to hear: 
Though unrevealed to mortal sense, 
The spirit feels Him near. 

5 Qod is our strength and song. 

And His salvation ours; 
Then be His love in Christ proclaimed 
With all our ransomed powers. 

6 Stand up and bless the Lord, 

The Lord your God adore; 
Stand up and bless His glorious Name, 
Henceforth for evermore. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 



L.H. 
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THE God of Abraham praise. 
Who reigns enthroned above : 
Ancient of everlasting days, 
And God of love ! 
Jehovah, great I AM! 
By earth and heaven confessed, 
I bow and bless the sacred Name, 
For ever blessed. 

9 The God of Abraham praise, 
At whose supreme command 
From earth I rise and seek the joys 
At His right hand. 
I'd all on earth forsake,— 
Its wisdom, fame, and power! 
And Him my only portion make. 
My shield and tower. 



3 
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The God of Abraham praise, 
Whose all-suflScient grace 
Shall guide me all my happy days 
In all His ways : 
He calls a worm His friend; 
He calls Himself my God I 
And He shall save me to the end, 
Through Jesus' blood. 

4 Se by Himself hath sworn; 
Joa HJs oath depend; 
^ 0/7 eagles' wings upborne, 
To bearen ascend : 



I shall behold His face, 
I shall His power adore ; 
And sing the wonders of His graco 
For evermore. 

5 The whole triumphant host 

Give thanks to God on high: 
Hail ! Father, Son, and Holy Ghost! 
They ever cry : 
Hail ! Abraham's God and mine ! 
I join the heavenly lays : 
All might and majesty aro Thine, 
And endless praise ! 

T. OLIVERS. 
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THE Lord is King; lift up thy voice, 
O earth, and all ve heavens, rejoice ! 
From world to world the joy shall ring : 
The Lord Omnipotent is King. 

7 The Lord is King : who then shall dare 
Resist His will, distrust His care, 
Or murmur at His wise decrees. 
Or doubt His royal promises? 

3 The Lord is King ; child of the dust 
The Judge of all the earth is just* 
Holy and true are all His ways ; * 
Let every creature speak His praise. 

f He reigns! ye saints, exalt your strains • 
Your God is King, ^our Father reigns * 
And He is at the Father's side— ' 
The Man of love, the Crucified. 

5 Come, make your wants, your burdens 
known, 
He will present them at the throne * 
And angel-bands are waiting there * 
His messages of love to bear. * 

(5 O ! when His wisdom can mistake 
His might decay. His love forsake' 
Then may His children cease to sins- 
"The Lord Omnipotent is King." 

J. CONDER. 
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WE praise, we worship Thee, O God • 
Thy sovereign power wo sound 
a})road ; 
All nations bow before Thy throne 
And Thee, the great Jehovah, own! 

2 Loud hallelujahs to Thy Name 
Angels and seraphim proclaim ; 
lly all the powers and thrones in heaven 
Internal praise to Thee is given. 

3 O Holy, Holy, Holy Lord, 
Thou God of Hosts, by all adored : 
Earth and the heavens are full of Thee 
Thy light. Thy power. Thy majesty. ' 

4 Apostles join the glorious throng. 
And swell the loud triumphant son;?: 
Prophets and martjn:u hear the sound 
And spread the hallelujah round. 

5 Glory to Thee. O God most high ! 
lather, we praise Thy majesty ; 
The Son, the SpVnl, -s^e aAcst^\ 
One Godhead, lAeBX. lot e'^enuotc^ 

iLMBB.oa^« trans. KY.<y&. 
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6.5.6.S 

WITH gladness we worship, 
Rejoice as we sing, 
Free hearts and free voices 

How blessed to bring. 
The old thankful story 

Shall reach Thine abode, 
Thou King of all glory. 
Most bountiful God ! 

2 Thy right would we give Thee, 

True homage Thy due. 
And honour eternal, 

The universe through : 
With all Thy creation, 

Earth, heaven, and sea, 
In one acclamation 

We celebrate Thee. 

3 Renewed by Thy Spirit, 

Redeemed by Thy Son, 
Thy children revere Thee 

For all Thou hast done. 
O Father ! returning 

To love and to light, 
Thy children are yearning 

To praise Thee aright. 

4 0\Sr souls mount aspiring 

To reach the Divine ; 
Partaking Thy nature— 

In Christ— even Thine! 
Ascending and soaring. 

With Him in accord, 
We triumph adoring, 

We joy In the Lord. 

5 We join with the angels. 

And so there is given, 
From earth. Hallelujah! 

In answer to heaven. 
Amen ! be Thou glorious 

Below and above. 
Redeeming, victorious. 

And Infinite Love! 



a. RAWSON. 
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6.6.6.6.a8. 

YE of the Father loved, 
Ye of the Saviour sought. 
Whose sins He hath removed, 
Whose raiment He hath wrought ; 
Ye who have known 
The Spirit's might ; 
On whom hath shone 
The Spurit's light! 

2 Ye people of the Lord 

Who in His love abide; 
Your treasure do not hoard, 
Your gladness do not hide! 
Together bring 

Your costly store! 
Together siug! 
Together soar! 

3 Glad heart, repeat to heart 

The story of thy peace : 
Each dear delight impart! 
Each dear delight increase! 
Thy foes o'erthrown, 
^fiiy BioB forgiven, 
3%y dturknesB gone, 
Tbyfetten riveo! 



4 Tell of that saving hour: 

Tell of His smiling face ! 
Tell of His quickening power: 
Tell of His strengthening grace ! 
Souls loved so well. 

Come near! Come near! 
O hear and tell! 
O tell and hear! 

5 In linkdd praise and prayer 

Your heaven on earth begin ; 
Together glimpses fair 
Of hastening glory win : 

From strength to strength 

Together go ! 
In heaven at length 
Together glow ! 

6 With all the heirs of grace 

There speak the saving Name ; 
With all the ransomed ruco 
Give glory to the Lamb ! 
Your King of light 

Together see, 

In all His might 

And majesty 1 

T. I/, OILL. 
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PERFECTIONS OF GOD, 
^^ ETERNITY. 

ETERNAL Power, whose high abode 
Becomes the grandeur of a God ; 
Infinite lengths beyond the bounds 
Where stars revoiveitheir little rounds ! 

Thee, while the first archangel sings, 
He hides his face beneath his wings ; 
And ranks of shining thrones around 
Fall worshippiug.and spread the gi'ound. 

Lord, what shall earth and ashes do? 
We would adore our Maker too; 
From sin and dust to Thee we cry. 
The Great, the Holy, and the High 

Earth from afar has heard Thy fame, 
And we have learnt to lisp Thy name ; 
But. O, the glories of Thy mind. 
Leave all our soaring thoughts behind. 

God is in heaven, and men below; 
Be short our tunes, our words be few ; 
A sacred reverence checks our songs. 
And praise sitir silent on our tongues. 

WATTS.* 
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GREAT Former of this various frame, 
Our souls adore Thine awful name, 
And bow and tremble while they praise 
The Ancient of eternal days. 

Before Thine infinite siurvey. 
Creation rose as yesterday ; 
And, as to-morrow, shall Thine eye 
See earth and stars in ruia lie. 



PERFECTIONS OP GOD. 



4 Our days a transient period run. 
And change ^ith every circling sun : 
And while to lengthened years we trust, 
Before the moth we sink to dust. 

5 But let the creatures fall around: 
Let death consign us to the ground ; 
Let the last general flame arise, 
And melt the arches of the skies;— 

6 Calm as the summer's ocean, we 
Can all the wreck of nature see ; 
While grace secures us an abode 
Unshaken as the throne of God. 

DODDRIDGE.* 
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OUR God, our help in ages past. 
Our hope for years to come, 
Our shelter from the stormy blast. 
And our eternal home: 

2 Under the shadow of Thy throne 

Thy saints have dwelt secure; 
Sufl&cient is Thine arm alone, 
And our defence is sure. 

3 Before the hills in order stood, 

Or earth received her frame, 
From everlasting Thou art God, 
To endless years the same 

4 A thousand ages in Thy sight. 

Are like an evening gone ; 
Short as the watch that ends the night 
Before the rising sun, 

5 Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 

Bears all its sons away ; 
They fiy, forgotten, as a dream 
Dies at the opening day. 

6 Our God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for years to come, 
Ds Thou our guard, while troubles last, 
And our eternal home. 

WATTS. 

42 c.M. 

THROUGH endless years Thou art the 
O Thou eternal God! [same, 

Ages to come shall know Thy name. 
And spread Thy praise abroad. 

3 The strong foundations of the earth 
Of old by Thee were laid. 
By Thee the beauteous arch of heaven, 
With matchless skill was made. 

3 Soon shall this goodly frame of things, 

JPormed by Thy powerful hand, 
Be like a vesture laid aside, 
And changed at Thy command. 

4 But Thy eternal state, O Lord ! 

No length of time shall waste ; 
Thv power and goodness, truth and 
Irom age to age shall last, [grace, 

S Tbou to the children ot Thy saints 
,-^haU endless blesslDgs give; 
^^yja their fatbera' God shall trust, 
-^^d la Thy presence live. 

TATE AUD .pi^ADY.* 



OMNIPRESENCE AND 
OMNISCIENCE. 
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BEYOND, beyond that boundless sea, 
Above that dome of sky, 
Farther than thought itself can ilcc, 

Thy dwelling is on high ; 
Yet dear the awful thought to me. 
That Thou, my God, art nigh : 

2 Art nigh, and vet my labouring mini 

Feels after Thee in vain. 
Thee in these works of power to find. 

Or to Thy seat attain ; 
Thy messenger, the stormy wind; 

Thy path, the trackless main. 

3 These speak of Thee with loud acclaim ; 

They thunder forth Thy praise. 
The glorious honour of Thy name, 

The wonders of Thy ways ; 
But Thou art not in tempest-flame. 

Nor in day's glorious blaze. 

4 We hear Thy voice, when thunders roll 

Through the wide fields of air; 
The waves obey Thy dread control ' 

Yet still Thou art not there. 
Where shall I find Him, O my soul. 

Who yet is everywhere? 

5 O ! not in circling depth or height. 

But in the contrite breast; 

Present to faith,thoughveiledfromsicht. 

There doth His Spirit rest 
O come. Thou Presence infinite! 

And make Thy creature blest. 

J. CONDER. 
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FATHER and Friend, Thy light, Thy 
love, 
Beaming through all Thy works we see ; 
Thy glory gilds the heavens above, 
And all the earth is full of Thee 

2 Thy voice we hear— Thy presence feel. 
Whilst Thou, too piure for mortal sight, 
Involved in clouds— invisible, 
Reignest the Lord of life and light. 

3 We know not in what hallowed part 
Of the wide heavens Thy throne may ))e, 
But this we know, that where Thou art, 
Strength, wisdom, goodness dwell with 

Thee. 

1 Thy children shall not faint nor fear. 
Sustained by this delightful thought ; 
Since Thou, their God, art everywhere. 
They cannot bo where Thou art not. 

J. BowniNa. 
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r\ OD is here— how sweet the sound ! 
vT AH I feel, and all I see,— 
Nature teems— above— around. 
With the present Deity. 

2 Is there dangetl "VoK^ ol l^ax. 
Though the aeabWv-Nmv^^A «rto\«a ^-^^ 
I cau answer, -GoA X^'hcte-. 
1 v^m B5nie V>cuea.Oa. IVvi e^jcX 
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PERFECTIONS OF OOD, 



2 Thy justice is the gladdest thing 

Creation can behold; 
Thy tenderness so meek, it wins 
The guilty to be bold, 

3 All things that have been, all that are, 

All things that can be dreamed, 
All possible creations, made, 
Kept faithful, or redeemed,— 

4 All these may draw upon Thy power, 

Thy mercy may command; 
And still outflows Thy silent sea. 
Immutable and grand. 

5 O little heart of mine ! shall pain 

Or sorrow make thee moan, 
When aU this Gk>d is all for thee, 
A Father all thine own? 

p. W. TABER. 

GREATNESS and CONDESCENSION. 

51 L.M. 

LORD of all being, throned afar. 
Thy glory flames from sun and star ; 
Centre and soul of every sphere. 
Yet to each loving heart how near ! 

2 Sun of our life, Thy quickening ray 
Sheds on our path the glow of day ; 
Star of our hope, Thy softened light 
Cheers the long watdies of the night. 

3 Our midnight is Thy smile withdrawn ; 
Our noontide is Thy gracious dawn ; 
Our rainbow arch Thy mercy's sign : 
All, save the clouds of sin, are Thine ! 

4 Lord of all life, below, above, [love. 
Whose light is truth, whose warmth is 
Before Thy ever-blazing throne 

We ask no lustre of our own. 

5 Grant us Thy lyrnth to make us free. 
And kindling hearts that bum for Thee, 
Till all Thy loving altars claim 

One holy light, one heavenly flame ! 

O. W, HOLMES. 
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OST ancient of all mysteries, 
Before Thy throne we lie ; 
Eternal Wisdom, Light, and Love ! 
Most holy Trinity ! 

2 How wonderful creation is. 

Thy work, which Thou didst bless ; 
'Tis but the hiding of Thy power, 
Divine Almi^tiness. 

3 How beautiful Thine angels are ! 

Thy saints, in radiant dress. 
They're but the shadow of Thy light. 
Eternal loveliness! 

4 Infinite Goodness ! Thou art dear 

To Thy poor creatures heart ; 
It blesses Thee that Thou art God, 
That Thou art what Thou art. 

5 We look up in our littleness 

To Thy majestic state ; 
Our comfort is Thou art so good. 
And that Thou art so great. 

d O OJoriouB in Thy HoliDess, 
Our BoalB to Tbee would fly : 
/^^ w -ooir with fear and love, 
^f Ood to sanctify, y. w. taber.* 
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TlfT God, how wonderful Thou art! 
iT± Thy Majesty how bright ! 
How beautiful Thy mercy-seat, 
In depths of burmug light ! 

J How dread are Thine eternal years, 
O everlasting Lord, 
By prostrate spirits day and night 
Incessantly adored! 

3 How wonderful, how beautiful. 

The sight of Thee must be. 
Thine endless wisdom, boundless power. 
And awful purity ! 

4 Yet I may love Thee too, O Lord, 

Almighty as Thou art. 
For Thou hast stooped to ask of me 
The love of my poor heart. 

5 No earthly father loves like Thee, 

No mother, e'er so mild. 
Bears and forbears as Thou hast done 
With me Thy sinful child. 

6 Father of Jesus, love's Reward, 

What rapture will it be 
Prostrate before Thy throne to lie. 
And gaze and gaze on Thee ! 

F. W. FABER. 
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UP to the Lord that reigns on high. 
And views the nations from afar. 
Let everlasting praises fly. 
And tell how large His bounties are. 

2 God, that must stoop to view the skies, 
And bow to see what angels do, 
Down to our earth He casts His eyes. 
And bends His footsteps downward too. 

3 He overrules all mortal things. 
And manages our mean affairs; 
On humble souls the King of kings 
Bestows His counsels and His cares. 

4 Our sorrows and our tears we pour 
Into the bosom of our God ; 

He hears us in the moiumful hour. 
And helps us bear the heavy load. 

5 O could our thankful hearts devise 
A tribute equal to Thy grace. 

To the thir d heaven our songs should rise. 
And teach the golden harps Thy praise ! 

WATTS. 
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_ _ HOLINESS. 
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ETERNAL Light ! Eternal Light ! 
How pure the soul must be, 
When,placedwithin Thy searching sight. 
It shrinks not, but with calm delist, 
Can live, and look on Thee ! 

2 The spirits that surround Thy throne, 
May bear the burning bliss ; 
But tiiat is surely theirs alone. 
Since they have never, never known 
A flEtllen world like this. 

O! how shall I, whose native sphere 

Is dork, whose mind is dim, 
Befote the IneftaJoYfe u^'oeax^ 
And on m^ -na^ied «Bvtvt» "^^«c 
That uncxeaAied'beainv'i 
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UNCHANOEABLENESS AND FAITHFULNESS. 



4 There is a way for man to rise 

To that sublime abode:— 
An ofiFering and a sacrifice, 
A Holy Spirit's energies. 

An Advocate with God. 

5 These, these prepare \xb for the sight 

Of holiness above : 
The sons of ignorance and night 
May dwell in the Eternal Light, 

Through the Eternal Love! 

T. BINNEY. 

OD CM. 

OGOD, enshrined in dazzling light 
Above the highest sphere, 
My soul is filled with awe to feel 
That Thou art present here. 

3 Thine eye is as a lamp of fire, 
And in its searching fiame 
1 see myself, all stained with sin, 
And bow my head with shame. 

3 But. O my God, Thy Bon hath died! 

And from the dust I rise, 
And from myself and all my sin 
To Thee I lift mine eyes. 

4 My sins are dark, but over all 

Thy burning love I see; 
And all my soul is full of praise. 
And worships only Thee. 

TV. W. HOTT. 
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UNCHANGEABLENESS AND 
FAITHFCTLNESS. 



3 Thy ceaseless, unexhausted love, 

Unmerited and free, 
Delights our evil to remove, 
And help our misery. 

4 Thy goodness and Thy truth, to me, 

To every soul abound, 
A vast unfathomable sea, 
Where all our thoughts are drowned. 

5 Its streams the whole creation reach, 

So plenteous is the store; 
Enough for all, enough for each, 
Enough for evermore. 

WESLEY. 
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BEGIN.my tongue,8ome heavenlytheme, 
And speak some boundless thing; 
The mighty worlra. or mightier name, 
Of our eternal King. 

2 Tell of His wondrous faithfulness. 

And sound His power abroad; 
Sing the sweet promise of His grace. 
And the performing God. 

3 Proclaim salvation from the Lord, 

For wretched, dying men ; 
His hand has writ the sacred word 
With an immortal pen. 

4 Engraved as in eternal brass, 

The mighty promise shines; 
Nor can the powers of darkness raae 
lliose everlasting lines. 

5 His very word of grace is strong 

As that which built the skies ; 
The voice that rolls the stars along 
Speaks all the promises. 

"WATTS. 
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FAITHFUL, O Lord, Thy mercies are, 
A rock that cannot move ; 
A thonsand promises declare 
Thy constancy of love : 

2 Throaghont the uniyerse It reigns 
Unalterably Bure, 
And while tae truth of God remuns, 
The goodnetB mast endure. 



D. L.M. 

TEHOVAH, evermore the same, 
O Unchanging and unchanged art Thou; 
And while Thy creatmres wax and wane. 
In Thee there is no ebb or flow. 
Systems may rise and fade away. 
And nature weaken in her frame, 
Within Thyself there's no decay, 
For evermore " Thou art tJu same." 

2 Nor would we have Thee change, O Lord, 
For kinder never couldst Thou be. 
Thy love is one great golden cord 
Binding the universe to Thee. 

Ere earth was made or time began, 
Or Christ of human flesh became, 
Thy love went forth on guilty man. 
For evermore " Thou art the same." 

3 There's naught on earth that does not 

change : 
All things are shifting on the stream, 
Whatever comes withm our range 
Seems just as fleeting as a dream. 
There is no rest but In Thy Word, 
No settled hope but in Thy Name ; 
Root Thou our souls in Thee, O Lord, 
For " Thou art" evermore **the same." 

J>. THOMAS. 
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LOED God, by whom all change is 
wrought, 
By whom new things to birth are brought, 
In whom no change is known! 
Whate'er Thou dost, whate'er Thou art. 
Thy people stiU in Thee have part ! 
Still, stul Thou art our own. 

2 Ancient of Days I wo dwell in Thee ; 
Out of Thine own eternity 
Our peace and joy are wrought ; 
We rest in our eternal God, 
And make secure and sweet abode 
With Thee, who changcst not. 

3 Each steadfast promise wo possess; 
Thine everlasting truth we bless. 
Thine everlasting love; 
The unfailing; Helper close we clasp. 
The everlastwg Arms we grasp, 
Nor from the Befoge move. 

4 Spirit who makest all things new, 
l%ou leadest onward ; we pursue 
The heavenly march. e.'a\^\ba!ks&. 
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LOVE AND GOODNESS. 



3 Of mercy and of judgment 

To Thee, O Lord, we sing ; 
O Father, Son. and Spirit ! 

O great eternal King! 
For only Thou art holy. 

For Thou art Lord alone; 
And mercy still and judgment 

Are pillars of Thy throne. 

H. DOWNTON. 

66 8.4. 

MY God, I thank Thee, who hast made 
The earth so bright ; 
So full of splendour and of joy, 

Beauty and light; 
So many glorious things are here, 
Noble and right! 

2 I thank Thee, too, that Thou hast made 

Joy to abound; 
So many gentle thoughts and deeds 

Circling us round, 
That m the darkest spot of earth 

Some love is found. 

3 T thank Thee more that all our joy 

Is touched with pain ; 
That shadows fall on brightest hours. 

That thorns remain; 
So that earth's bliss may be our guide, 

And not our cham. 

4 For Thou, who kno west, Lord, how soon 

Our weak heart clings, 
Hast given us joys, tender and true. 

Yet all with wings ; 
So that we see, gleaming on high, 

Diviner things. 

5 I thank thee. Lord, that Thou hast kept 

The best in store ; 
We have enough, yet not too mu<^ 

To long for more ; 
A yearning for a deeper i>eaco 

Not known beforvi. 

6 I thank Thee, Lord, that here our souls. 

Though amply blest. 
Can never find, although they seek, 

A perfect rest — 
Nor ever shall, until they lean 

On Jesus' breast. 

A. A. PROCTBa. 
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OGOD, of good the unfathomed sea! 
Who would not give his heart to Thee? 
Who would not love Thee with his 
O Jesu, lover of mankind, fmi^ht? 
Who would not his whole soul and mmd, 
With all his strength, to Thee unite? 

2 Thou shin'st with everlasting rays ; 
Before the insu£Ferable blaze 
Angels with both wings veil their eyes ; 
Yet free as air Thy bounty streams 
On all Thy works ; Thy mercy's beams 
Diffusive as Thy sun's arise. 

3 Astonished at Thy frowning brow, 
Earth, hell, and heaven's strong pillars 
Terrible majesty is Thine ! Ibow ; 
Who th^i can that vast love express 
Wbicb bowB Tbee down to me, who less 

Than notbing am, till Thoaart mine'' 



4 High throned on heaven's eternal hill. 
In number, weight, and measure still 
Thou sweetly orderest all that is : 
And yet Thou deign'st to come to me. 
And guide my steps, that I, with Thee 
Enthroned, may reign in endless bliss. 

5 Fountain of good ! all blessing flows 
From Thee ; no want Thy fulness knows ; 
What but Thyself canst Thou desire? 
Yet, self-sufficient as Thou art, 
Thou dost desire my worthless heart ; 
This, only this, dost Thou require. 

6 O God, of good the unfathomed sea ! , 
Who would not give his heart to Thee? 
Who would not love Thee with his j 
O Jesu, lover of mankind, [might? , 
Who would not his whole soul and mind, 
With aU hi.s strength, to Thee unite? 

SCHEf FLER, traflS. J. WESLEY. 

68 L.M. 

OLOVE of God, how strong and true ! 
Eternal and yet ever new ; 
Uncomprehcnded and unbought. 
Beyond all knowledge and all thought. 

a O love of God ! how deep and great ! 

Far deeper than man s deepest hate ; 

Self-fed. self-kindled like the light, 

Changeless, eternal, infinite. 
3 O heavenly love, how precious still. 

In days of weariness and ill ! 

In nights of pain and helplessness. 

To heal, to comfort, and to bless. 
\ O wide embracing, wondrous love ! 

We read thee in the sky above ; 

We read thee in the earth below. 

In seas that swell and streams that flow. 

5 We read thee best in Him who came 
To bear for us the cross of shame ; 
Sent by the Father from on high. 
Our life to live, our death to die. 

6 O love of God ! our shield and stay, 
Through all the perils of ovur way ; 
Eternal love, in thee we rest, 

For ever safe, for ever blessed ! 

H. BONAR. 

69 D. CM. 

THE Lord is rich and merciful. 
The Lord is very kind; 
O come to Him, come now to Him, 

With a believing mind. 
His comforts they shall strengthen thee. 

Like flowing waters cool ; 
And He shall for thy spirit be 
A fountain ever full. 



The Lord is glorious and strong, 

Our God is very high ; 
O trust in Him. trust now in Him, 

And have security. 
He shall be to thee like the sea, 

And thou shalt surely feel 
His wind that bloweth healthily. 

Thy sicknesses to IvsaX. 

T\iwx -wVCti ^>aft«^ >X. "^^ "«^^ -w^ 
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And with His light thou shalt be blest, 

Therein to work and live; 
And He shall be to thee a resfc 

When evening hours arrive. 

T. T. LYNCH. 
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THERE'S not a bird with lonely nest, 
In pathless wood or mountain crest, 
Kor meaner thing, which does not share, 
O God, in Thy paternal care. 

3 Each barren crag, each desert rude, 
Holds Thee within its solitude ; 
And Thou dost bless the wanderer there, 
Who makes his solitary prayer. 

3 In busy mart or crowded street, 
Ko less than in the still retreat. 
Thou, Lord, art near, our souls to bless 
With all a parent's tenderness! 

4 And every moment still doth bring 
Thy blessings on its loaded wing : 
Widely they spread through earth and 
And last through all eternity 1 [sky, 

$ And we, where'er our lot is cast. 
While life, and thought, and feeling last. 
Through all our years, in every place. 
Will bless Thee for Thy boundless grace. 

B. W. NOEL. 
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THOU, Lord, art love, and everywhere 
Thy Name is brightly shown ; 
Beneath, on earth— Thy footstool fair ; 
Above, in heaven— Thy throne. 

« Thy ways are love ; though they trans- 
Our feeble range of sight, [cend 

They wind througn darlmess to their end 
In everlasting light. 

3 Thy thoughts are love, and Jesus is 

The loving voice they find ; 
His love lights up the v&st abyss 
Of the Eternal Mind. 

4 Thy chastisements are love ; more deep 

They stamp the seal divine ; 
And by a sweet compulsion keep 
Our spirits nearer Thine. 

5 Thy heaven is the abode of love ; 

O blessdd Lord, that we 
May there, when time's dim shades re- 
move. 
Be gathered home to Thee I 

6 Then with Thy resting saints to fall 

Adoring round Thy throne, 
When all shall love Thee, Lord, and all 
Shall in Thy love be one. 

J. J>. BURNS. 



3 And though we turn us from Thy face, 

And wander wide and long. 
Thou hold'st us still in kind embrace, 
O Love of God most strong 1 

4 The saddened heart, the restless soul, 

The toil-worn frame and mind. 
Alike confess Thy sweet control, 
O Love of God most kind! 

5 And filled and quickened by Thy breath. 

Our souls are strong and free, 
To rise o'er sin and fear and death, 
O Love of God, to Thee ! 

ELIZA SOUDDES. 
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THY goodness. Lord, our souls confess, 
Thy goodness we adore ; 
A spring whose blessings never fail, 
A sea without a shore. 

2 Sun, moon, and stars Thy love attest 

In every golden ray: 
Love draws thq curtains of the night. 
And love returns the day. 

3 Thy bounty every season crowns, 

With all the bliss it yields ; 
With joyful clusters loads the vines. 
With strengthening grain the fields. 

4 But chiefly Thy compassion, Lord, 

Is in the Gospel seen ; 
There, like a sun, Thy mercy shines, 
Without a cloud between. 

5 Pardon, acceptance, peace, and joy, 

Through Jesus' Name are given; 
He on the cross was lifted high. 
That we might reign in heaven. 

T. GIBBONS. 
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THOU Grace divine, encu-cling all, 
A shoreless, soimdless sea. 
Wherein at last our souls must fall, 
O Love of God most free I 

^ Wbea over dizzy heights we go, 

Ooe soft hand blinds our eyes ; 
^rne other leads ub safe and slow, 
*J Love of God most wise I 

To 
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TRIUMPHANT, Lord, Thy goodness 
reigns 
Through all the wide celestial plains ; 
And its full streams redundant flow 
Down to the abodes of men below. 

3 Through nature's works its glories shine. 
The cares of providence are Thine ; 
And grace erects our ruined frame 
A fairer temple to Thy name. 

3 O give to every human heart. 

To taste and feel how good Thou art', 
With grateful love, and reverent fear. 
To know how blest Thy children are ! 

4 Let nature burst into a song : 

Ye echoing hills the notes prolong : 
Earth, seas, and stars your anthem 

raise. 
All vocal with your Maker's praise. 

5 Ye saints, with joy the theme pursue, 
Its sweetest notes belong to you ; 
Called by your condescending King 
For ever round His throne to sing. 

DODD&IDOJB. 

"ITES, God is good ; in earth and sky, 
I. ¥Tom. ocean ^\)lt\\& «>^A %^x«MUng 

■wood. 
Ten fhouaa-na ^ovcea &feem> v*^ crs, 
** God made \ia aVl, miQl OcASa «.qo^ 
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2 The Bun that keepa hia trackless way, 
And downnrard pourp his golden flood ; 
Night's sparkling hosts, all seem to say, 
In accents clear, that God is good. 

3 The merry birds prolong the strain, 
Their song with every spring renewed ; 
And balmy air, and falling rain, 
Each softly whisper, "God is good." 

4 I hear it in the rushing breeze ; 
The hills that have for ages stood. 
The echoing sky and roaring seas. 
All swell the chorus, " God Is good." 

5 Yes, God is good, all nature says, 

By God's own hand with speech en- 
dued; 
And man, in louder notes of praise. 
Should sing for joy that God is good. 

6 For all Thy gifts we bless Thee, Lord, 
But chiefly for our heavenly food; 
Thy pardoning grace, Thy quickening 

Word: 
These prompt our song that "God is 

8°^' " .1. H. ouiuwir. 
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CREATION. 



O.M. 

ETERNAL Wisdom I Thee we praise, 
Thee the creation sings ; 
With Thy loved name rocks, hills, and 
seas. 
And heaven's high palace rings. 

2 Thy hand, how wide it spreads the sky ! 

How glorious to behold 1 
Tinged with a blue of heavenly dye. 
And starred with sparkling gold. 

3 Thy glories blaze all nature round, 

And strike the wondering sight. 
Through skies, and seas, and solid 

ground, 
terror and delight. 

4 Infinite strength and equal skill 

Shine through Thy works abroaA ; 
Our souls with yast amazement fill. 
And 4peak the builder, God. 

5 But the mild glories of Thy grace. 

Our softer passions move ; 
Pity divine in Jesus' face. 
We see, adore, and love. 

WATTS. 
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I SING the almighty power of God, 
That made the mountains rise, 
That spread the flowing seas abroad. 
And Duilt the lofty sides. 

3 I sing the wisdom that ordained 
The sun to rule the day ; 
The moon shines full at His command. 
And all the stars obey. 

3 I sing tiie goodness of the Lord 
Tba,t iUhd the earth with food; 
a'°I^^ *fce ereatures with Hia word, 
ADd tbea jmnannced them good. 



There's not a plant or flower below 
But makes His glories known.; 

And clouds arise, and tempests blow, 
By order from His throne. 

Creatures, as numerous as they be, 

Are subject to His care ; 
There's not a place where we can flee 

But God is present there. 

His hand is my perpetual guard. 
He keeps me with His eye; 

Why should I then forget the Lord, 
Who is for ever nigh? 

WAXTB. 
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SINCE o'er Thy footstool, here below. 
Such radiant gems are strewn, 
O what magnificence must glow, 
(xreat God, about Thy throne! 
So brilliant here these drons of light; 
There the full ocean rolls, now bright I 

2 If night's blue curtain of the sky. 
With thousand stars inwrought, 
Hung like a royal canopy 

With glittering diamonds fraught. 
Be, Lord, Thy temple's outer vipil, 
Wliatsplendour at the shrine mtist dwelll 

3 The dazzling sun at noonday hour, - 
Forth in his flaming rays, 
FUnging o'er earth the golden shower. 
Till vale and mountain blaze. 

But shows, O Lord, one beam of Thine ; 
What, then, the day where Thou dost 
shine I 

4 O how shall these dim eyes endure 
That noon of living rays? 

Or how our spirits, so impure, 
Upon Thy glory gaze? 
Anoint, O Lord, anoint our sight. 
And fit us for that world of light. 

W. A. MUHLENBERG. 
■ 9 O.M. 

THERE is a book who runs may read. 
Which heavenly truth impiurts ; 
And all the lore its scholars need. 
Pure eyes and Christian hearts. 

3 The works of God above, below, 
Within us, and aroxmd, 
Are pages in that book to show 
How God Himself ia found. 

3 The glorious sky. embracing all, 

Is like the Maker's love. 
Wherewith enoompassedigreatand small 
In peace and order move. 

4 One name, above all glorious names, 

With its ten thousand tongues, 
The everlasting sea proclaims. 
Echoing angelic songs. 

5 The raging fire, the roaring wind. 

Thy boundless power display ; 
But in the gentler breeze we find 
Thy Spirits viewless way. 

6 Thou, N»>;iO >;i«*\. \gc«!«cv tda wi«» ^» ^«»- 

Anei waA T>tt«« wiwT«^»»^- 
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rpHE spaclDoa flnDsmenl on biih. 

And niehtlr. to th« littwiog tafib' 
He[>FHLfl the Btory Qf her blrtb : 

4 WliUEtaUtbeituitbatrauiidliert.li 
Awl tU tbe nluets in their tuni. 

And tpTMd tbe tnitb from pole to pi 

5 VIiM tfaooEh 111 luleinn silence ill 
Ttore rooBd tbf> dark terreitrial lu 
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j tpHOU srt, O God. the lite and Hel.i 

Its e'*>* ^y day> iU emile by niofac. 

Are bub redectioHB caught ^mxijec 

I Where'er we luni, Thy gloria eblne, 

a Wheu daj, with (ircwell bemn. delai; 

ThosThus, tbst mike tlie aun'i deciiii< 
Ho soft, BO ndiant, Lord, are Thine. 

3 When dicht >iLh »liigB or EUiry tlwm 

4 When Fouthfu] eprldg noaad u 
Thj Spirit warms her tn«nnt B^-li. 
lAorrSn^Tb'oirt kiSdCg"^'-"' 
Where'er we turn. Thy glorieiiblce. 
AiidallthtD(ilBirudbilEhtaroTl>Li<'.' 



'«' iras loat ira'e tfaeir umi iiliuvu 

rie /,//& lialjini our dB'sUlngB tomiil, 

,a "Jost «ini raiue own with love 



ie ODe pure deed, oiio boly pj 
Utu hurt thu owni Thy Spiri 
I So while we jaie^Ui thoughtfi 
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n mcccicB, kiudir Incomplete T 
Htnnge grAcef that lu Thy f kfta moA 
Wi! leiul ot (ifla diriner etlll. 
Lrird, from Thr glfla \a Thee we riH. 
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PROVIDENCE. 
'My FMlier eud m'y G 



Ell every period of my life 

Thy tiouibts of love appear : 
Thi mcrclet cild each truuleuc lo 



1 me, Ip liMe of dem diatrsin, \ 
own Tby band, my Cod ! I 



PROVIDENCE. 



Then shall I close mine eyes in death, 
Without one anxious fear: 
For death itself is life, my God, 
If Thou art with me there. 

U. UEQIKBOTHAM. 
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GOD moves in a mysterious way, 
His wonders to perform : 
He plants His footsteps in the sea, 
And rides upon the storm. 

2 Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of uever-failingskill. 
He treasures up His bright designs, 
And worlts His sovereign will. 

3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take. 

The clouds ye so much drea<l 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense. 

But trust Him for His grace. 
Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

5 His purposes will ripen fast, 

Unfolding every hour; 
The bud may have a bitter taste. 
But sweet will be the flower. 

6 Blind unbelief is sure to err. 

And scan His work in vain ; 
God is His own interpreter. 
And He will make it plain. 

COWPER. 
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TlfY Shepherd will supply my need, 
1*1 Jehovah is His name ; 
In pastures fresh He makes me feed 
Beside the living stream. 

2 He brings my wandering spirit back 

When I forsake His ways. 
And leads me, for His mercy's sake, 
In paths of truth and grace. 

3 When I walk through the shades of 

death, 
"Hiy uresence is my stay ; 
A word of Thy supporting breath 
Drives all my fears away. 

4 Thy hand, in sight of all my foes. 

Doth still my table spread ; 
My cup with blessings overflows; 
Thine oil anoints my head. 

5 The sure provisions of my God 

Attend me all my days ; 
O may Thy house be mine abode. 
And all my work be praise ! 

C There would I find a settled rest. 
While others go and come ; 
No more a stranger, or a guest, 
But like a child at home. 

WATTS. 



2 Our vows, our prayers we now preaeut 
Before Thy throne of grace : 

God of our fathers ! be the God 
Of their succeeding race. 

3 Through each perplexing path of life 

Our wandering footsteps guide : 
Give us each day our daily bread. 
And raiment lit provide. 

t O spread Thy covering wings around. 
Till all our wanderings cease. 
And at our Father's loved abode 
Our souls arrive in peace. 

5 Such blessings from Thy gracious 
hand 
Our humble prayers implore ; 
And Thou shalt be our chosen Goil 
And i)ortiou evermore. 

DODDKIDOE.* 
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GOD ot Bethel, by whose baud 
Tby people still are fed, 
Who through this weary pilgrimase 
Hast all our fathers led I— 
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OGOD, on Thee we all depend, 
On Thy paternal care; 
Thou wilt the Father and the Friend 
In every act appear. 

2 With open hand and liberal heart, 

Thou wilt our wants supply : 
The needful blessings still impart. 
And no good thing deny. 

3 Our Father knows what's good and 

tit, 
And wisdom guides His love : 
To Thine appointments we submit. 
And every choice approve. 

4 In Thy paternal love and care. 

With cheerful hearts we trust ; 

Thy tender mercies boundless are. 

And all Thy thoughts are just. 

5 We cannot want while God provides ; 

What He ordains is best ; 
And heaven, whate'er we want besides. 
Will give eternal rest. 

BROWNE. 
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THE King of love my Shepherd is, 
Whose goodness faileth never ; 
I nothing lack if I am His, 
And He is mine, for ever. 

2 Where streams of living waters flow 

My ransomed soul He leadetb, 
And. where the verdant pastures grow. 
With food celestial feedeth. 

3 Perverse and foolish oft I strayed. 

But yet in love He sought me. 
And on His shoulder gently laid. 
And home, rejoicing, brought me. 

4 In death's dark vale I fear no ill 

With Thee, dear Lord, beside me ; 
Thy rod and staff my comfort still, 

Thy cross before to guide me. 
And %o XXawMga. ^\ \Jci^\viv."«i5Q" '=!^ '^^^'a:*' 

Good Stvfe^i^xetd. iiasw>j > «^^^ ^^^ 



WOBKS OF GOD. 
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rpHE Lord my Shepherd is, 
JL I shall be well supplied : 
Hince He is mine and I am His, 
What can I want beside? 

Q He leads me to the place 

Where heavenly pasture grows, 
Where living waters gently pass, 
And full salvation flows. 

3 If e'er I go astray. 
He doth my soul reclaim, 

And guides me in His own right way, 
For His most holy name. 

4 While He affords His aid, 
I cannot yield to fear; 

Though I should walk through death's 
dark shade, 
My Shepherd's with me there. 

$ In sight of all my foes 

Thou dost my table spread. 
My cup with blessings overflows. 
And joy exalts my head. 

6 The bounties of Thy love 

Shall crown my following days ; 

Nor from Thy house will I remove, 

Nor cease to speak Thy praise. 

WATTS. 
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THE Lord my pasture shall prepare. 
And feed me with a shepherd's care ; 
His presence shall my wants supply. 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noonday walks He shall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

2 When in the sultry glebe I faint, 
Or on the thirsty mountain pant. 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary, wandering steps He leads, 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow, 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

3 Though in a bare and rugged way. 
Through devious, lonely wilds I stray. 
Thy presence shall my pains beguile; 
The barren wilderness shall smile 
With sudden green and herbage crowned; 

I And streams shall murmur all around. 

4 Though in the paths of death I tread. 
With gloomy horrors overspread, 
My steadfast heart shall fear no ill. 
For Thou, O Lord, art with me stiU; 
Thy friendly hand shall give me aid. 
And guide me through the dreadful 

shade. 

ADDISON. 

THHOnOH all the various shifting 
scene 
Of life's mistaken ill or good, 
j Thy hand. O God ! conducts unseen 
/ The beautifid vicissitude. 

a^iou giveat with paternal care, 
;^oweer unjustly wo complain, 
oPi»J^^ ^« neceaaary share 
^rjojr aud sorrow, health and paiu. 
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3 Trust we to youth, or friends, or power? 
Fix we on this terrestrial ball? 
When most secure, the coming hour. 
If Thou seest fit, may blast them all. 

4 When lowest sunk with grief and shame. 
Filled with afSiction's bitter cup. 
Lost to relations, friends, and fame. 
Thy powerfid hand can raise us up. 

5 All things on earth, and all in heaven, 
On Thy eternal will depend ; 

And all for greater good were given, 
And all shall in Thy glory end 1 

6 This be my care, to all beside 
Indifferent let my wishes be, 
Passion be calm, and dumb bepride. 
And fixed, O God 1 my soul on Thee ! 

8. COLLETT. 
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THY ways, O Lord, with wise design. 
Are framed upon Thy throne above. 
And every dark and bending line 
Meets in the centre of Thy love. 

2 With feeble light, and half obscure. 
Poor mortals Thy arrangements view ; 
Not knowing that the least are sure. 
And the mysterious just and true. 

3 Thy flock. Thy own peculiar care. 
Though now they seem to roam uneyed. 
Are led or driven only where 

They best and safest may abide. 

4 They neither know nor trace the way ; 
But, trusting to Thy piercing eye. 
None of their feet to ruin strur. 

Nor shall the weakest fail or die. 

5 My favoured soul shall meekly learn 
To lay her reason at Thy t^one ; 
Too weak Thy secrets to discern, 
I'll trust Thee for my guide alone. 

AMBKOSE SJERLB. 
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W"HEN all Thy mercies, O my God, 
My rising soul surveys. 
Transported with the view, I'm lost 
In wonder, love, and praise. 

2 Unnumbered comforts on my soul 

Thy tender care bestowed, 
Before my infant heart conceived 
From whom those comforts flowed. 

3 When in the slippery paths of youth 
With heedless steps I ran, 

Thine arm, unseen, conveyed me safe. 
And led me up to man. 

4 When worn with sickness, oft hast Thou 

With health renewed my face : 
And, when in sins and sorrows sunk. 
Revived my soul with grace. 

5 Ten thousand thousand precious gifts 

My daily thanks employ; 
Nor is the least a cheerful heart. 
That tastes those gifts vidth joy. 

6 Through, every ■^■nsA ol mi V\\fe 

Thy goodneB& \'\\ \fvxt«vvft\ 
1 And, alter deatti, Vtv ^VbIVatiX. ntot^^a 
The glotiouB tYieTne "cexvew. 
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7 Through all eternity to Thee 
A joyful song I'll raise : 
For O ! eternity's too short 
To utter all Thy praise ! 

ADDISON. 

REDEMPTION". 

95 c.M. 

ALL that I was, my sin, my guilt, 
My death, was all my own : 
All that I am, I owe to Thee, 
My gracious God, alone. 

2 The evil of my former state 

"Was mine, and only mine ; 
The good in which I now rejoice 
Is Thine, and only Thine. 

3 The darkness of my former state, 

The bondage, all was mine ; 
The light of life in which I walk. 
The liberty is Thine. 

4 Thy grace first made me feel my sin. 

It taught me to believe ; 
Then, in believing, peace I found, 
And now I live, I live ! 

5 All that I am, while here on earth, 

All that I hope to be. 
When Jesus comes and glory dawns, 
I owe it. Lord, to Thee. 

H. BONAR. 

96 ii.M. 

FATHER, whose everlasting love 
Thy only Son for sinners gave, 
Whose grace to all did freely move, 
And sent Him down the world to save ; 

2 Help ui Thy mercy to eitol. 
Immense, unfathomed, unconfined; 
To praise the Lamb who died for all, 
The general Saviour of mankind. 

3 The world He suffered to redeem ; 
For all He hath the atonement made : 
For those that will not come to Him 
The ransom of His life was paid. 

4 Why then. Thou universal Love, 
Should any of Thy grace despair? 
To all, io all. Thy heart doth move, 
But straitened in ourselves we are. 

5 Arise, O God, maintain Thy cause ! 
The fulness of the (Jentiles call ; 
Lift up the standard of Thy cross, 
And all shall own, Christ died for all. 

WESLEY. 



4 For this stupendous love of Hea^n, 
What grateful honour shall we show? 
Where much transgression is forgiven, 
Let love with equal ardour glow. 

5 By this inspired, let all our days 
With various holiness be crowned : 
Let truth and goodness, prayer and 

In all abide, in all abound. 

T. GIBBONS. 

98 C.M. 

GRACE ! how melodious is the sound I 
What music to our ear! 
Spread the sweet accent far around, 
That heaven and earth may hear. 

2 Where sin, abounding sin, hath reigned, 
Grace reigns, abounding more ; 

Behold an ocean here, without 
A bottom or a shore ! 

3 From the high heaven's eternal throno 
It overflowed our earth. 

When Christ, the first-born Son, caino 
down. 
And angels hailed His burth. 

4 Grace was the theme, the gladdening 
theme. 

Of their astonished strains ; 
Grace, free, abounding grace, to man. 
Through all their anthems reigns. 

5 And shall we still persist in sin, 
That grace may yet abound? 

Forbid it, Lord ! nor let the thought 
Within our hearts be found ! 

BOYCB. 
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("1 RACE ! 'tis a charming sound, 
T Harmonious to my ear ; 
Heaven with the echo shall resound. 
And all the earth shall hear. 

2 Grace first contrived a way 
To save rebellious man ; 
And all the steps that grace display 
Which drew the wondrous plan. 

Grace taught my wandering feet 
To tread the heavenly road ; 

And new supplies I hourly meet. 
While pressmg home to God. 

Grace all the work shall crown, 
Through everlasting days; 

It lays in heaven the topmost stone, 
And well deserves the praise. 

DODDRIDOS. 
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FORGIVENESS, 'tis a joyful sound 
To rebel sinners doomed to die : 
Publish the bliss the world around ;- 
Ye seraphs, shout it from the sky. 

2 'Tis the rich gift of love divine : 
'Tis full, out-measuring every crime : 
Unclouded shall its glories shine, | ^ 
And feel no change by changing time 

3 O'er Bias, nmmmbered as the sand, , 
And like the mountains for tbeir &ize. 
The Beaa of sovereign grace expaail. 
The Beaa ot sovereign grace arise. 
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GREAT God of wonders, all Thy ways 
Are worthy of Thyself —divine ! 
But the bright glories of Thy grace 

Beyond Thine other wonders shine 
Who is a pardoning God like Thee? 
Or who has grace so rich and free? 
Such deep tra»ft«t«&^v3vj& "vk* \^^^ 



Wtio \a \^^^?to ?v^^ ^^ ^1?^^ 
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3 Pardon— from au offended GJod ! 

Pardon— for sins of deepest dye! 
Pardon— bestowed through Jesus blood; 

Pardon— that brings the rebel nigh. 
Who is a pardoning God like Thee? 
Or who has grace so rich and free? 

4 O may this strange, this matchless grace, 

This godlike miracle of love, 
Fill the wide earth with grateful praise, 

And all the angelic choirs above! 
Who is a pardoning God like Thee? 
Or who has grace so rich and free? 

8. X>AVIE8. 
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HOW great the wisdom . power, and grace, 
Which in redemption shine ! 
Angels and men with joy confess 
The work is all divine. 

2 Myriads of spirits round the throne 

Behold, with wondering eyes, 
God's holy, undefildd One, 
Once made a sacrifice. 

3 In rapturous strains they celebrate 

The mysteries of His love ; 
Hedemption does new joys create 
Amongst the hosts above. 

4 Beneath His feet they cast their crowns, 

Those crowns which Jesus gave ; 
And, with ten thousand thousand 
tongues, 
Proclaim His power to save. 

5 They tell the triumphs of His cross, 

The sufferings which He bore; 
How low He stooped, how high He rose, 
And rose to stoop no more. 

6 0! let them still their voices raise, 

And still their songs renew ; 
• Salvation well deserves the praise 
Of men and angels too. 

B. BEDDOME. 
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JORD, when we creation scan, 
-i See what Thou hast done for man, 
Then our grateful hearts agree, 
What a debt we owe to. Thee. 

2 Every note that cheers the vale, 
Every sweet that scents the gale, 
Every blooming flower we see. 
Tells the joy we owe to Thee. 

3 Every breath that heaves the breast, 
Pivery sound by voice exprest, 
Every thought the mind sets free, 
Tells the life we owe to Thee. 

4 But when we redemption view, 
Gaze on all Thy love could do, 
Lord, our grateful hearts agree, 
How much more we owe to Thee. 

5 When we think what we have been, 
Sunk in sorrow, lost in sin,— 

How from sin and sorrow free, 
' Our own selves we owe to Thee. 

d Wheu we hear our Master say, 

"Death is vauquisbed, come away, 
Hvavea awaits you," we shall see, 
■L>ora, bow much we owe to Thee ! 
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OW begin the heavenly theme, 
Sing aloud in Jesus' name ; 
Ye who His salvation prove, 
Triumph in redeeming love. 

2 Ye who see the Father's graco 
Beaming iu the Saviour's face. 
As to Canaan on ye move, 
Praise and bless redeeming love. 

3 Mourning souls ! dry up your tears : 
Banish all your guilty fears: 

See your guilt and curse remove. 
Cancelled by redeeming love. 

4 Ye. alas ! who long have been 
Willing slaves to death and sin, 
Now from bliss no longer rove. 
Stop and taste redeeming love. 

5 Welcome, all by sin oppressed, 
Welcome to the Saviour's breast ; 
Nothing brought Him from above, 
Nothing but redeeming love. 

6 Hither, then, your music bring, 
Strike aloud each tuneful string ; 
Mortals! join the host above. 
Join to praise redeeming love. 

MADAN'S COLLECTION. 
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OLOVE.howdeep ! how broad! bowhigh! 
It fills the heart with ecstasy. 
That God, the Sox of God, should take 
Our mortal form for mortal's sake. 

2 He sent no angel to our race 
Of higher or of lower place. 

But wore the robe of numau frame 
Himself, and to this lost worUl came. 

3 For us He was baptized, and bore 
His holy fast, and hungered sore ; 
For us temptations sharp He knew; 
For us the tempter overthrew. 

4 For us He prayed, for us He taught. 
For us His daUy works He wrou^t ; 
By words, and signs, and actions, thus 
Still seeking not Himself but us. 

5 For us to wicked men betrayed, 
Scoiurged, mocked, in purple robe ar- 
rayed, 

He bore the shameful cross and death ; 
For us at length gave up His breath. 

6 For us He rose from death again, 
For us He went on high to reign. 
For us He sent His Spirit hero 
To guide, to strengthen, and to cheer. 

7 To Him whose boundless love has won 
Salvation for us through His Son, 

To God the Father, glory be 
Both now and through eternity. 

LATIN HVMN, ti'ana. J. M. NEALK. 
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RAISE your triumphant songs 
To an immortal tune. 
Let the wide cavth resound the deeds 
CeleattaV gtaucu Yioa ^auft. 

7 S'lug "hovr c\.ctTaaV \onc 
Its ch*\el "beiov^OL c\vo*ft. 
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CM. 



An 1 liid Him raise our wretched race 
From their abyss of woes. 

3 'Twas mercy filled the throne. 

And wrath stood silent by, 
AVhen Christ was sent with pardons 
down 
To rebels doomed to die. 

4 Now, sinners, dry your tcarp, 

Let hopeless sorrow cease : 

Bow to tne sceptre of His love. 

And take the offered peace. 

5 Lord, we obey Thy call ; 

"We lay a humble claim 
To the salvation Thou hast brought. 
And love and praise Thy name. 

WATTS. 
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SALVATION ! O melodious sound 
To wretched dying men ! 
Salvation that from God proceeds, 
And leads to God again ! 

2 But O! may a degenerate soul, 

Sinful and weak as mine. 
Presume to raise a trembling eye 
To blessings so divine? 

3 The lustre of so bright a bliss 

My feeble heart o'erbears. 
And unbelief almost perverts 
The promise into tears. 

4 My Saviour-God, no voice but Thine 

These dying hopes can raise : 

Speak Thy salvation to my soul, 

And turn its tears to praise. 

5 My Saviour-God, this broken voice 

Transported shall proclaim. 
And call on all the angelic harps 
To sound so sweet a name. 

DODDRIDGE. 
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SALVATION! O the joyful sound! 
'Tis pleasure to our ears! 
A sovereign balm for every wound, 
A cordial for our fears. 

2 Buried in sorrow and in sin. 
At hell's dark door we lay ; 
But we arise, by grace divine, 
To see a heavenly day. 

s Salvation ! let the echo fly 
The spacious earth around. 
While all the armies of the sky 
Conspire to raise the sound. 

WATTM. 
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3 O may we never cease to hear 
The voice that gives our conscience 

rest; 
That dissipates our guilty fear. 
And tells us we are truly blest. 

^ May mercy still remove our fear, 
And bind our souls with cords of love ! 
Mercy that soothes our sorrows here. 
And gives us hope of joys above. 

T. KELLY. 
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WE love Thee, Lord, yet not alone 
Because Thy bounteous hand 
Showers down its rich and ceaseless gifts 

On ocean and on land ; 
Because Thou bidd'st the sun go forth 

Rejoicing in bis might. 
And kindle earth to glowing life 
And beauty with bis light.— 

2 'Tis not alone because Thy names 

Of wisdom, power, and love. 
Are written on the earth beneath, 

The glorious skies above. 
For these Thy gifts we praise Thee, Lord: 

Yet not for these alone. 
The incense of Thy children's lovo 

Arises to Thy tmrone. 

3 We love Thee, Lord, because when « o 

Had erred and gone astray. 
Thou didst recall our wandering souls 

Into the heavenward way ; 
When helpless, hopeless we were lost 

In sin and sorrow's night. 
Thou didst send forth a guiding ray 

Of Thy benignant light.— 

4 Because, when we forsook Thy ways. 

Nor kept Thy holy will, 
Thou wast not the avenging Judge, 

But gracious Father still. 
Because we have forgot Thee, Lord* 

Yet Thou hast not forgot ; 
Because we have forsaken Thee. 

Yet Thou forsakes t not.— 

5 Because, O Lord, Thou lovedst us 

With everlasting love ; 
Because Thy Son came down to die. 

That we might live above; 
Because, when we were heirs of wrath. 

Thou gavest hopes of heaven ; 
Yes; much we love, who much have 
sinned. 

And much have been forgiven. 

J. A. ELLIOTT. 
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SWEET were the sounds that reached 
our ears 
When mercy raised her heavenly voice : 
'Twas mercy that dispelled our fears. 
And bade our souls in hope rejoice. 

2 Ail other sounds discordant seem, 
Compstred with meroy'a heavenly song ; 
So sweet and Joyful is the theme, 
Jt bears our wiiling souls along. 
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WHEN I had wandered from His fold. 
His love the wanderer sought ; 
When slave-like into bondage sold. 
His blood my freedom bought ; 

2 Therefore that life, by Him redeemed, 
Is His through all its days ; 
And, as with blessings it hath teemed. 
So let it teem vrvtb. vca&sa'. 
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4 When sunk in sorrow, I despaired, 

And changed my hopes for fears, 
He bore my griefs, my burden shared, 
And wiped away my tears ; 

5 Therefore the joy by Him restored, 

To Him by right belongs ; 
And to my gracious, loving Lord 
I'll sing through life my songs ; 

6 For I am His, and He is mine, 

The God whom I adore ; 
My Father, Saviour, Comforter, 
Now and for evermore. 

J. S. B. MONSELL. 
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PRAISE. 

ALL hail the power of Jesus' name, 
Let angels prostrate fall ; 
Bring forth the royal diadem, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 

2 Crown Him, ye martyrs of our God, 

Who from His altar call ; 
Extol the Stem of Jesse's rod. 
And crown Him Lord of alL 

3 Ye seed of Israel's chosen race, 

A remnant weak and small ; 
Hail Him who saves you by His grace, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 

4 Sinners ! whose love can ne'er forget 

The wormwood and the gall ; 
Go. spread your trophies at His feet, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 

5 Let every kindred, every tribe, 

On this terrestrial ball, 
To Him all majesty ascribe, 
And crown Him Lord of all. 

6 O that, with yonder sacred throng, 

We at His feet may fall I 
There join the everlasting song. 
And crown Him Lord of all ! 

E. PERRONET. 
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BRETHREN, let us join to bless 
Christour Peace anaRighteousness; 
Let our praise to Him be given, 
High at God's right hand in heaven. 

2 Son of God, to Thee we bow. 
Thou art Lord, and only Thou ; 
Thou the woman's promised seed • 
Glory of Thy Church, and Head! 

3 Thee the angels ceaseless sing. 
Thee we praise, our Priest and King, 
Worthy is Thy name of praise, 

Full of glory, full of grace. 

4 Thou hast the glad tidings brought 
Of salvation fully wrought ; 
Wrought, to set Thy people free. 
Wrought to bring our souls to Thee. 

^M^y we follow and adore 

/,^ff, our Saviour, more aud more ; 
J^uide and bleaa us irith Thy love 
■^ul we join Tbj aaiata above. 

^ J. CJBNNICK. 
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CHRIST, above all glory seated! 
King triumphant, strong to save! 
Dying, Thou hast Death defeated. 
Buried, Thou hast spoiled the grave. 

2 Thou art gone, where now is given, 

What no mortal might could gain. 
On the eternal throne of heaven 
In Thy Father's power to reign. 

3 There Thy kingdoms all adore Thee, 

Heaven above and earth below : 
While the depths of hell before Thee, 
Trembling and defeated bow. 

4 We, O Lord, with hearts adoring, 

Follow Thee above the sky : 
Hear our prayers Thy grace imploring, 
Lift our souls to Thee on high! 

5 So when Thou again in glory 

On the clouds of heaven sbalt shine, 
We Thy flock may stand before Thee, 
Owned for evermore as Thine. 

6 Hail ! all hail ! In Thee confiding, 

Jesu, Thee shall all adore. 
In Thy Father's might abiding. 
With one Spirit evermore! 

J. K. WOODFORD. 
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COME, let us join our cheerful songs 
With angels round the throne ; 
Ten thousand thousand are their 
tongues. 
But all their joys are one. 

2 " Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry, 

"To be exalted thus:" 
'* Worthy the Lamb!" oxa lipa reply, 
"For He was slain for us." 

3 Jesus is worthy to receive 

Honour and power divine ; 
And blessings more than we can give 
Be, Lord, for ever Thine. 

4 Let all that dwell above the sky. 

And air, and earth, and seas, 
Conspure to lift Thy glories high. 
And speak Thine endless praise. 

5 The whole creation join in one. 

To bless the sacred name 
Of Him that sits upon the throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. 

"WATTS. 
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COME, ye faithful, raise the anthem ; 
Cleave the skies with shouts of praise; 
Sing to Him who brought salvation, 
Wondrous in His works and ways; 
God eternal, Word incarnate, 
Whom the heaven of heavens obeys. 

3 Ere He raised the lofty mountains, 
Formed the sea, or spread the sky, 

Love eternal, free and boundless, 
Meved the Lord of life to die ; 

Foreoi^ined the Prince of princes 
Vot the ihxoue ol Cv^nqjc-s. 

3 ITow above t\i« ^av^)^^^ 'QA.^«ax«w\>« 
High hi unoDpToaotiMLiii^^i* 



Ia H« llm and ntaOB for ever, 




^iS^'^^Si^ dny Bnd tfgbt. 


*^l\^f^'^^Ve.'^"?.T' 


''h'i,^^tJr^'^lnTS^- 


"Worthy the Jjunbr 


I*ada them where the gtodom Fonotaln 


^ O^Locd a'nd'ijEd'lo Um': 


Fraiie ye Hii name! 


^ Trist Him, then, ye falntlns pllslniii ; 
Who sbih plnoli you from ifisTndd! 


In Uim wo will rejoice, 
MaliioB a cheerini notso. 


Pli'doe'l to sire tfaii proiDleed laod. 


Slinutlne with h«n BDd rolcc. 
"Wotlhy tbe Lanilir' 




4 Thoush we mint ehants our rlacc. 
Yet eliall we nerer ceaae 


Ye, too, round lila tlaoae nhall tiaiid. 


J. HUPTOB ana J. H. BKAt3. 


FraiibisHlaname: 
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S"aU^g!m"a'S5S£.i".E£l. 


VJ The LAMB upno Hia Throne;' 


^■V^'TLTiar.^' 


"a11 mnalc'fcuUta oto° "^ "^ 




Aw&kc, my soul. uiH eIde 
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^ Setr iu BiE face what wonderv meet J 


Ihroii(ta ill eternity. 


HiB worth, Hla glory, or Hli inace. 




Who triumphed o'« the grare. 




And rc=s vl«tcri,.o» Ip tho rttife. 


But eome faint thadowa of my Lord ; 


For thee He Himo to UTe. 


Catnie. to uibIid H1> beaatica Icnown, 


HiB glorJei miw we tins, 
Who died and roea onhlifl. 


Unit uiCBle colours not her own. 


"■i!St,5?K!ffi.".S., 


Where sUrmB and darlmeM neyo- iiae ! 


3 Crown EOni Oh lod ot Peace 1 


Their frajfraooD ever ereet. 


^ N"baieii?TllB'MinHNbb>owl»iini 


Ororni Him the Lonl of Misht 1 
Maker "rfa^f Hre^^id^briebt, 
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Thou didit anJIer to tolCBM u.; 


VhoM areTtertliig wav»^ 




BeOeet aii Tlirone,-tb6 Inflnltel 


Hail ! Thou nniveiaal Balioar, 


Who liTo, and lorei, and »>«! 




s l>aini Him the Lord or FenTon 1 

J^,\1^"^.rne°r;hl,V"' 
^'iC^^htJ'^IStyT"""' 
117 «,,66.4 


%^i'S?re?SS,S.fh'l^K'Sa-n,e 


1 FHohal lamh, by God apvolnled. 
%on Ea2 full atooement made. 


TbroBih tha ylrtne ot ns blood ; 


3 Jeana. haill enthroned in Klon'. 


G^?^hS,^a^^b'«p,„ 


There tor erer to abide ; 




■'^'^,r'.5?°/™>- 


BsfceAlUT^-!^*****^;,,,,,^ 



'^Wontb^ theXambJ" 
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4 Worship, honour, power, and blessing, 

Christ is worthy to receive ; 
Loudest praises without ceasing. 

Meet it is for us to give: 
Help, ye bright angelic spirits! 

Bring your sweetest, noblest lays ; 
Help to sing our Saviour's merits. 

Help to chant Immanuel's praise ! 

J. BAKE WELL. 
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HOW sweet the name of Jesus sounds 
In a believer's ear ! 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 
And drives away his fear. 

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole. 

And calms the troubled breast; 
'Tis manna to the himgry soul. 
And to the weary, rest. 

3 Dear name ! the rock on which I build ; 

My shield and hiding place ; 
My never-failing treasury, filled 
With boundless stores of grace. 

4 Jesus ! my Shepherd, Husband, Friend, 

My Prophet, Priest, and King ; 
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring. 

5 Weak is the effort of my heart, 

And cold my warmest thought ; 
But when I see Thee as Thou art, 
I'll praise Thee as I ought. 

6 Till then I would Thy love proclaim 

With every fleeting breath ; 
And may the music of Thy name 
Refresh my soul in death ! 

J. NEWTON. 
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INFINITE excellence is Thine, 
Thou lovely Prince of grace ! 
Thy uncreated beauties shine 
With never-fading rays. 

2 Sinners, from earth's remotest end, 

Come bending at Thy feet ; 
To Thee their prayers and vows ascend. 
In Thee their wishes meet. 

3 Thy name, as precious ointment shed, 

Delights the Church around ; 
Sweetly the sacred odoiurs spread 
Through all Immanuel's ground. 

4 Millions of happy spirits live 

On Thy exhaustless store ; 
From Thee they all their bliss receive, 
And still Thou givest more. 

5 Thou art their triumph and their joy ; 

They find their all in Thee; 
Thy glories will their tongues employ 
Through all eternity. 

J. FAWCKTT. 
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2 Jesus comes again in mercy. 

When our hearts are bowed with care ; 
Jesus comes again in answer 
To an earnest, heartfelt prayer; 

HaUelujah ! Hallelujah ! 
Comes to save us from despair. 

3 Jesus comes to hearts rejoicing, 

Bringing news of sins forgiven; 

Jesus comes in sounds of gladness. 

* Leading souls redeemed to heaven: 

Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! 

Now the gate of death is riven. 

4 Jesus comes on clouds triumphant. 

When the heavens shall pass away; 
Jesus comes again in glory : — 
Let us then our homage pay. 

HaUelujah ! ever singing, 
Till the dawn of endless day. 

O. THRINO. 



CM. 



8.7.4- 



122* 

, JESUS came, the heavens adoring, 
/ e/ <^zzi0iri^i^ peace from realms on high; 
Jeinxs came tor mtui'8 redemption, 
Lowly came on earth to die ; 
^ Hallelvjab I HaUelujaii I 
<^^e la deep bumility. 
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TESTIS, I love Thy charming name. 
O 'Tis music to mine ear ; 
Fain would I sound it out so loud 
That earth and heaven might hear. 

2 Yes, Thou art precious to my soul. 

My transport and my trust : 
Jewels to Thee are gaudy tojrs, 
And gold is sordid dust. 

3 All nay capacious powers can wish. 
In Thee doth richly meet ; 

Nor to my eyes is light so dear. 
Nor friendship half so sweet. 

4 Thy grace still dwells upon my heart, 

And sheds its fragrance there; 
The noblest balm of all its wounds. 
The cordial of its care. 

5 I'll speak the honours of Thy name 

With my last labouring breath ; 
Then, speechless, clasp Thee in mine 
arms, 
My joy in life and death. 

DODDRIDGE.* 
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TESUS, the name high over all. 
O In hell, or earth, or sky. 
Angels and men before it fall. 
And devils fear and fly. 

2 Jesus, the name to sinners dear. 

The name to sinners given ; 
It scatters all their guilty fear ; 
It turns their hell to heaven. 

3 Jesus the prisoner's fetters breaks. 
And bruises Satan's head ; 

Power into strengthless souls He speaks. 
And life into the dead. 

4 O that the world might taste and se« 
The riches of His grace! 

The arms of love that compass me 
Would all mankind embrace. 

5 Happy, if with my latest breath 
I may but. gaap Hla name ; 

Preach H.vm to aXi, wafli ctj Vq. ^%^\::tv^ 
• BeKoUf behold tW Lamb I • 
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TBBtJ! lilt lerr Uiouikl ot Tbea 
*' Wltb iwwbdeu Blii aij brfiut: 

A awHt« Htuud tibui Tby bJett tiai 
O SftTlouT Df muJdiid [ 
3 O hope of oTon oontrite hoortl 
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To thorn thit Hek Tli«, Thou ut good, 

To thBm tbu ltt,d Th>e, All In ill I 
) Wb laats Thss, O Thon IMjtg Bread! 

Am] low to foflt upoD TbH ibill ; 

W« drtnii ol Th«, l£e PonDt^n-Biisil. 

And thlnt oui toDli from Tbwa '' "" 
4 Ocr reatlen fpLritt jeotn lor Th 



mieil o'er the nmld Thy bol^ light! 
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I JOIN all the (lorloii 



I Don ODi Bsdeema uic 
' To tnoh Kb hoikPf^oEy ernce 

I Hbw Ol* irilb'loy lud koiiLkT 
'Wlwt bnu of tola Ha Ivan (ti 

/ And bolOf tba prooiJHCx 

/ And pardona b Hii LawlB ; 



It Falbei'i (bion0 



The JojAlL ubih of iIdb fonlTen, 
OI hdl luhdned. uidpeiioeiilthbavii 

Mr Pattern udmy°aiil<U ; 

Nor rovB, noj Hck the ooolu^il my. 
I lof e mj ahephozd'i Tolae, 

UU wUehfuI^et ihill Imii 
Mt WM'Ifrring UDl UDDu 
Tba UiotuiiidB of Bli ihen]. 
He l«di HIi llodc. He calls their nime 

Jcno, mr ffreat Hish Priest. 

Offeretl HIa bkHnf. and died : 
Mr tnlltf oonsiiieDee mki 

Hb pDwerfid blood dlii on« 11006. 

And DOW it pleads before the thrum 
My Skviour luid mv Lord, 
ThT Bceptro BndThy Bwoid. 



"O 
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\rT Boiiodr, my Almighty Friend, 
Jl V/btn 1 b^n Thy praUe, 



flimee In Thj •Irength, 

ni plead Tiiy iierfect tllhleomneH. 

Aod meotloa oono biSThlne. 
Haw will my llpg lejolce to teU 

The tldonua or ni Kiiw! 

Aw&\e, av^kie, -ms V&ftf^L-^ vp"*^^^- 



THE LOKD JESUS CHRIST. 
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NOT unto us, but Thee alone, 
Blest Lamb I be glory given ; 
Here shall Thy praises be begun, 
And carried on in heaven. 

3 The hosts of spirits, now with Thee, 
Eternal anthems sing; 
To imitate them here, lo! we 
Our hallelujahs bring. 

3 Had we our tongues like them inspired. 

Like theirs our songs should rise : 
Like them we never should be tired, 
But love the sacrifice. 

4 Till we the veil of flesh lay down. 

Accept our weaker lays ; 
And when we reach Thy Father^s throne, 
We'll give Thee nobler praise. 

J. CBNNICE. 
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CM. 

CHRIST! our hope, our heart's 
cLcsiir6 
Redemption's only spring ! 
Creator of the world art Thou, 
Its Saviour and its King. 

2 How vast the mercy and the love 

Which laid our sins on Thee, 
And led Thee to a cruel death, 
To set Thy people free I 

3 But now the bonds of death are burst. 

The ransom has been paid; 
And Thou art on Thy Father's throne, 
In glorious robes arrayed. 

4 O may Thy mighty love prevail 

Our sinful souls to spare ! 
O may we come before Thy throne. 
And find acceptance there ! 

5 O Christ ! be Thou our present joy, 

Our future great reward I 
Our only glory may it be 
To glory in the Lord I 

ijiTiN BYHK, trans. J. chandleh. 
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OFOR a thousand tongues to sing 
My dear Redeemer's praise I 
The glories of my God and King, 
The triumphs of His grace I 

2 Jesus ! the name that charms our fears, 
That bids our sorrows cease ; 

'Tis music in the sinner's ears, 
'Tis life, and health, and peace. 

3 He breaks the power of cancelled sin, 
He sets the prisoners free; 

His blood can make the foulest clean, 
His blood availed for me. 

4 He speaks,— and, listening to His voice, 
New life the dead receive ; 

The mournful, broken hearts rejoice, 
Tlie humble poor believe. 

s Hear Him, ye deaf ! Hfs praise, ye dumb, 
Your loosened tongues employ ; 
A ^i^°A behold your Saviour come. 
-And leap, ye lame, tor joy I 



6 Look unto Him, ye nations, own 
Your God, ye fallen race; 
Look, and be saved through faith al<nie. 
Be justified by grace. 

WBSLBT. 

Xo^ c ic. 

OJESUI King most wonderful! 
Thou Conqueror renowned ; 
Thou sweetness most ineffable. 
In whom all joys are found. 

2 When once Thou visitest the heart. 

Then truth begins to shine. 
Then earthly vanities depart. 
Then kindles love divine. 

3 O Jesu ! Light of all below I 

Thou Fount of life and fire ! 
Surpassing all the joys we know, 
All that we can desire, — 

4 May every heart confess Thy name, 

And ever Thee adore; 
And, Peking Thee, itself inflame 
To seek Thee more and more. 

5 Thee may our tongues for ever bless ; 

Thee may we love alone; 

And ever in our lives express 

The image of Thine own ! 

BKBHAitD OF CLAlKVAVXf trattS. K. GASWAIX. 

133 76.76. doable. 

SAVIOUR, precious Saviour, 
Whom yet unseen we love, 
O Name of might and favoixr. 
All other names above : 
We worship Thee, we bless Thee, 

To Thee alone we sing; 
We praise Thee, and confess Thee 
Our holy Lord and King I 

2 O Bringer of salvation, 

Who wondrously hast wrought. 
Thyself the revelation 
Of love beyond our thought: 
We worship Thee, we bless Thee, 

To Thee alone we sing; 
We praise Thee, and confess Thee 
Our gracious Lord and King! 

3 In Thee all fulness dwelleth, 

All grace and power divine ; 
The glory that excelleth, 
O Son of God, is Thine : 
We worship Thee, we bless Thee, 

To Thee alone we sing; 
We praise Thee, and confess Thee 
Our glorious Lord and King ! 

4 O grant the consummation 

Of this our song above. 
In endless adoration. 
And everlasting love : 
Then shall we praise and bless Thee, 

Where perfect praises ring, 
And evermore confess Thee 
Our Saviour and our King ! 

F. &. H.AXERQAIJ. 
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6.6.6.6.8.8. 
And tt\\jmpb. evetmot^x 



FRAI8B. 



Lift up your heart, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice, agaiu I say, rejoice I 

Rejoice! the Saviour reigns,— 
The God of truth and love ; 
When He had purged our stains, 
He toolc His seat above: 
Lift up your heart, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice, again I say, rejoice i 

His kingdom cannot fail. 

He rules o'er earth and heaven ; 
The keys of death and hell 
Are to our Jesus given: 
Lift up your heart, Kft up your voice, 
Rejoice, again I say, rejoice! 

He all His foes shaJl quell. 
Shall all our sins destroy; 
And every bosom swell 
With pure seraphic joy: 
Lift up your heart, lift up your voice, 
Rejoice, again I say, rejoice 1 

Rejoice in glorious hope! 

Jesus, the Judge, shall come, 
And take His servants up 
To their eternal home : 
We soon shall hear the archangel's voice; 
The trump of God shall sound. Rejoice I 

WESLB7. 
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SAVIOUR, blessed Saviour, 
Listen whilst we sing; 
Hearts and voices raising 

Praises to ova King. 
All we have we offer. 
All we hope to be— 
Body, soul, and spirit- 
All we yield to Thee. 

Farther, ever farther 

From Thy wounded side. 
Heedlessly we wandered. 

Wandered far and wiae ; 
Till Thou cam'st in mercy 

Seeking young and old, 
Lovingly to call them. 

Saviour, to Thy fold. 

Nearer, ever nearer, 

Christ, we draw to Thee, 
Deep in adoration. 

Bending low the knee ; 
Thou for our redemption 

Cam'st on earth to die; 
Thou, that we might follow, 

Hast gone up on high. 

Dark, and ever darker, 

Was the wintry past, 
Now a ray of gladness 

O'er our path is cast ; 
Every day that passeth, 

Every hour that flies. 
Tells of love unfeigndd. 

Love that never dies. 

Clearer still and clearer 
Dawns the light horn heaven, 

In our sadness bringing 
News of sins forgiven ; 

Life has lost its shadows. 
Pare tbe light within ; 

TApu bm abed. Thy 2«dianco 
On a wotid ot aixu 



6.5. 
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Onward, ever onward, ^ 

Journeying o^'er the road 
Worn by saints before us. 

Journeying on to God ; 
Leaving all behind us, 

May we hasten on, 
Backward never looking 

Till the prize is won. 
Higher, then, and higher, 

Soars the ransomed soul, 
Earthly toils fo^etting, 

Saviour, to its goal ; 
Where, in joys unthought of. 

Saints with angels sing. 
Never weary raising 

Praises to their Sing. 

O. THRINa. 

SAVIOUR of men, and Lord of lovej 
How sweet Thy gracious name ! 
With joy that errand we review, 

On which Thy mercy came. 
While all Thine own angelic bands 

Stood waiting on the wing, 
Charmed with the honour to obey 
The word of such a King ;— 

For us, mean, wretched, sinful men. 

Thou laid'st Thy glory by ; 
First in our mortol flesh to serve, 

Then in that flesh to die. 

4 Bought with Thy service and Thj blood, 

We doubly, Lord, are Thine; 
To Thee our lives we would devote. 
To Thee our death redgn. 

DODDRIDGE. 
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mHERE is a name I love to hear, 
■L I love to speak its worth; 
It sounds like music in mine ear. 
The sweetest name on earth. 

3 It tells me of a Saviour's love, 
Who died to set me free ; 
It tells me of His precious blood. 
The sinner's perfect plea. 

3 It teUs me of a Father's smile 
Beaming upon His diild; 
It cheers me through this Uttle while 
Through desert, waste and wild. 

i Jesus, the name I love so well. 
The name I love to hear ; 
No saint on earth its worth can tell. 
No heart conceive how dear. 

5 This name shall shed its fragrance still 

Along this thorny road; 
Shall sweetly smooth the rugged hill 
That leads me up to God. 

S And there, with all the blood-bought 
From sin and sorrow free, [thr(n)g, 
m sing the new eternal song 
Of Jesu's lore to me. 

F. TTHITFIELD. 
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ISO mTiBitf % '^Ste "^S ^^«^^^'''°*^" 
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(THE LORD JESU3 CHRIST. 



s O may we ever hear Thy voice 
In mercy to us speak ( 
And in our priest we will rejoice, 
Thou great Melchizedek. 

3 Our Jesus shall be still our theme, 

While in this world we stay ; 
We'll sing our Jesus' lovely name 
When all things else decay. 

4 When we appear in yonder cloud, 

With all the ransomed throng. 
Then will we sing more sweet, more loud, 
And Christ shall be our song. 

J. CBNMICK. 

139 . 8,. 

THOU hidden source of calm repose, 
Thou all-sufficient Love Divine ; 
My help and refuge from my foes. 
Secure I am if Thou art mine ; 
And lo I from sin, and grief , and shame, 
I hide me, Jesus, in Thy name. 

a Thy mighty name salvation is. 
And keeps my happy soul above ; 
Comfort it brings. and,power, and peace. 

And joy and everlasting love : 
To me, with Thy dear name, are given. 
Pardon and holiness and heaven. 

3 Jesus, my All in all Thou art— • 

My rest in toil, my ease in pain ; 
The medicine of my broken heart ; 

In war my peace, in loss my gain : 
My smile beneath the tyrant's frown ; 
In shame, my glory, and my crown. 

4 In want, my plentiful supply ; 

In weakness, my Almighty power ; 
In bonds, my perfect liberty ; 

My light in Satan's darkest hour : 
My help and stay, whene'er I call ; 
My life in death— my heaven, my all. 

WESLEY.* 
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To our Redeemer's glorious name 
Awake the sacred song ; 
O may His love, immortal name. 
Tune every heart and tongue I 

2 His love, what mortal thought can reach ? 

What mortal tongue display? 
Imagination's utmost stretch 
In wonder dies away. 

3 He left His radiant throne on high, 

Left 'the bright realms of bliss. 
And came to earth, to bleed and die; 
Was ever love like this? 

4 Dear Lord, while we adoring pay 

Our humble thanks to Thee ; 
May every heart with rapture say, 
The Saviour died for me. 

5 O may the sweet, the blissful theme 

Move every heart and tongue ; 
Till strangers love Thy charming name, 
And join the sacred song ! 

A. STEELE. 

141 C.M. 

TXTE Bing to Thee, Thou Son of God, 
^' The Lamb for sinners slain ; 
TFlio art by beaven and earth adored, 
WbrtJbjr o'er both to reign, 
30 



2 To Thee all angels cry aloud. 
Through heaven's extended coasts', 

" Hail! Holy, Holy, Holy Lord 
Of Qloi'y and of hosts" 

3 The cherubim and seraphim 
Incessant sing to Thee; 

The worlds and all the powers therein 
Adore Thy Majesty. 

4 The prophets' goodly fellowship, 
In radiant garments dressed, 

Praise Thee, Thou Son of Ood, andreaf) 
The fulness of Thy rest. ' 

5 The apostles' glorious company 
Thy righteous praise proclaim; 

The martyred army glorify 
Thine everlasting name. 

6 Through all the world, Thy churches join 
To call on Thee, their Head, 

Brightness of Majesty Divine, 
Who every power hast made. 

Among their number, Lord, we love 
To smg Thy nrecious blood. 

Reign here, and in the worlds above, 
Thou holy Lamb of God ! 

J. CENNICK.* 
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WHAT equal honours shall we bring 
To Thee, O Lord our God, the 
Lamb. 
When all the notes that angels sing 
Are far inferior to Thy name? 

2 Worthy is He that once was slain. 
The Prince of peace, that groaned and 

died. 
Worthy to rise, and live, and reign 
At His Almighty Father's side. 

3 Power and dominion are His due. 
Who stood condemned at Pilate's bar; 
Wisdom belongs to Jesus too, 
Though He was charged with madness 

here. 

All riches are His native right. 
Yet He sustained amazing loss ; ' 
To Him ascribe eternal might. 
Who left His weakness on the cross. 

Honour immortal must be paid. 
Instead of scandal and of scorn ; 
While glory shines around His head. 
And a bright crown without a thorn. 
Blessings for ever on the Lamb, 
Who bore the curse for wretched men! 
Let angels sound His sacred name. 
And every creature say, Amen ! 

WATTS. 
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Lamb for sixmers 



WORTHY the 
slain," 

Cry the redeemed above ; 
"Blessing and honour to obtain. 
And everlasting love." 

••"WoTtYi^ ya© liSumb," ou earth we sing, 

"Who died, o\a aoxj^a Vi «a.N^-" 
HeuceiOTlbL, O QLe»Wa.\ "w\«xfc\a^JD:s ^iCmi?. 
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DIVINITY. 



3 Worthy for ever is the Lamb 

That took our sins away; 
But O ! what tribute can we give,— 
What equal honours pay? 

4 Reign, mighty Prince, for ever reigo, 

Till death himself be dead ; 
And let eternal ages shower 
Their blessings on Thy head ! 

5 Thus will we sing till nature fail; 

Till sense and language die ; 
And then resume the glorious theme 
In happier worlds on high. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 



144 



XO.IO.IZ.II. 

TTE servants of God, 
1 Your Master proclaim, 
And publish abroad 

His wonderful Name; 
The Name all-victorious 

Of Jesus extol : 
His kingdom is glorious, 

And rules over all. 

God ruleth on high, 

Almighty to save: 
And still He is nigh. 

His presence we have ; 
The great congregation 

His triumph shall sing. 
Ascribing salvation 

To Jesus ova King. 

Salvation to God 

Who sits on the throne. 
Let all cry aloud 

And honour the Son. 
The praises of Jesus 

All angels proclaim, 
Fall dovm on their faces 

And worship the Lamb. 

Then let us adore 

And give Him His right ; 
All glory and power, 

All wisdom and mi|;ht, 
All honour and blessing, 

With angels above; 
And thanks never-ceasing, 

And infinite love. 

TVESLET. 
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DIVINITY OF CHRIST. 



AT the name of Jesus 
Every knee shall bow, 
Every tongue confess Him 

King of Glory now ; 
'Tis the Father's j^easure 

We should call Him Lord, 
Who from the beginning 
Was the mighty Word. 

Humbled for a season 

To receive a Name 
From the lips of sinners 

Unto whom He came ; 
FaitMolly He bore it 

Spotless to the last ; 
Brons^t it back victorious 

When from death He passed. 



6.S. 



Name Him, brothers, name Him, 

With love strong as death. 
But with awe and wonder. 

And with 'bated breath; 
He is God the Saviour, 

He is Christ the Lord, 
Ever to be worshipped. 

Trusted, and adored. 

In your hearts enthrone Him ; 
. There let Him subdue 
All that is not holy. 

All that is not true : 
Crown Him as your Captain 

In temptation's hour ; 
Let His will enfold you 

In its light and power. 

; Brothers, this Lord Jesus 

Shall return again. 
With His Father's glory. 

With His angel train; 
For all wreaths of empire 

Meet upon His brow. 
And our nearts confess Him 

King of Glory now. 

C. M. NOEL. 
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TESUS, Thon art my Lord, my God, 
O I joy^ to call Thee mine; 
For on Thy brow, though bruised with 
thorns, 
I see a crown divine. 

2 And I can trust the mighty work 

Which must be done for me. 
To those dear piercdd hands of Thine. 
Once fastened to the tree. 

3 If Thou wert less than One Divine 

My soul-^ould be dismayed ; 
But through Thy human lips God says, 
"Tm J, b« not afraid' 

4 Thou wilt not leave vaj soul alone 

To struggle to Thy side. 
But in my spirit's helplessness 
Shall strength Divine abide. 

5 And when I stand on Jordan's waves 

Thou shalt my weakness hold. 
Until at last my weary feet 
Shall walk the streets of gold. 

6 There in that cloudless light serene. 

Before the shining throne, 
I'll worship at the feet of Him 
Who did for sin atone. 

MRS. HINSDALE. 
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OTHOU, who didst with love untold 
Thy doubting servant chide ; 
Bidding the eye of sense behold 
Tixj wounded hands and side,— 

2 Grant us, like him, with heartfelt awe. 
To own Thee €rod and Lord, 

And from his hour of darkness draw 
Faith in the Incarnate Word. 

And "?f\i\\«i \?Q»X, "WQ-oiix'ssMi TwacaS^ xiss* 

0\ \e\. xia, !/««., \Jaft Vs^;^« "^^ 
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THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 



4 And grant that we may never dare 
Thy loving heart to grieve ; 
But at the last their blessing share 
Who see not, yet believe. 

£. TOKE. 

148 86.86.88. 

THOU art the Everlaating Word, 
The Father's only Son ; 
God, maAifestly seen and heard. 

And Heaven's Beloved One. 
Worthy, O Lamb of God, art Thou, 
That every knee to Thee should bow ! 

2 In Thee, most perfectly expressed, 

The Father's glories shine; 
Of the full Deity possessed, 

Eternally divine. 
Worthy, O Lamb of God, art Thou, 
That every knee to Thee should bow 1 

3 True image of the Infinite, 

Whose essence is concealed; 
Brightness of Uncreated Light ; 

The heart of God revealed ; 
Worthy, O Lamb of Grod, art Thou, 
That every knee to Thee should bow ! 

4 But the high mysteries of Thy name 

An angel's grasp transcend ; 
The Father only— glorious claim— 

The Son can comprehend. 
Worthy, O Lamb of God, art Thou, 
That every knee to Thee should bow ! 

5 Yet loving Thee, on whom His love 

Ineffable doth rest. 
Thy glorious worshippers above, 

As one with Thee, are blest. 
Worthy, O Lamb of God. art Thou, 
That every knee to Thee should bow ! 

6 Throughout the universe of bliss. 

The centre Thou, and sun ; 
The eternal theme of praise is this, 

To Heaven's Belovdd One :— 
Worthy, O Lamb of God, art Thou, 
That every knee to Thee should bow ! 

J. CONDER. 
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THOU Son of God and Son of Man, 
Beloved, adored Immanuel ! 
Who didst, before all time began. 
In glory with Thy Father dwell ;— 

2 We sing Thy love, who didst in time 
For us numanity assume, 

To answer for the sinner's crime, 
To suffer in the sinner's room. 

3 The ransomed church Thy glory sings. 
The hosts of heaven Thy will obey ; 
And, Lord of lords and King of kings, 
We celebrate Thy blessdd sway. 

4 A servant's form Thou didst sustain, 
And with delight the law obey; 
Thou didst endure amazing pain, 
While all oiur sorrows on Thee lay. 

5 Blest Saviour, we are wholly Thine, 
So freely Ioy&SL bo dearly bought ; 

Our bouIb to Thee would we resign, 
To Thee would euhject every thought. 

^^ JOau BYLAND. 
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ADVENT AND BIBTH. 



8.7-4. 

ANGELS, from the realms of £^ry, 
Wing your flight o'er all the earth ; 
Ye who sang creation's story. 
Now proclaim Messiah's birth 1 

Come and won^ip,— 
Worship Christ, the new-bom King. 

2 Shepherds in the field abiding. 

Watching o'er your flocks by night, 
God with man is now residing. 
Yonder shines the heavenly light. 

Come and worship, — 
Worship Christ, the new-born Eling. 

3 Safes, leave your contemplations, 

Brighter visions beam afar ; 
Seek the great Desire of Nations, 
Ye have seen His natal-star; 

Come and worship,— 
Worship Christ, the new-bom King. 

4 Saints, before the altar bending. 

Watching long in hope and fear. 
Suddenly, the Lord descending. 
In His temple shall appear ; 
Come and wonhip, — 
Worship Christ, the new-bom King. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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As with gladness men of old 
Did the guiding star behold ; 
As with joy they hailed its light. 
Leading onward, beaming bright ; 
So, most gracious God, may we 
Evermore be led to Thee. 

2 As with joyful steps they sped 
To that lowly manger bed. 
There to bend the knee before 
Him whom heaven and earth adore ; 
So may we with willing feet 

Ever seek Thy mercy-seat. 

3 As they offered gifts most rare 
At that manger rude and bare ; 
So may we with holy joy, 
Pure, and free from sm's alloy. 
All our costliest treasures bring, 
Christ, to Thee, our heavenlylOng. 

4 Holy Jesu 1 every day 
Keep us in the narrow way ; 
And, when earthly things are past. 
Bring our ransomed souls at last 
Where they need no star to guide. 
Where no clouds Thy glory hide. 

5 In the heavenly country bright 
Need they no created light ; 
Thou its Light, its Joy, its Crown, 
Thou its Sun, which goes not down : 
There for ever may we sing 
Hallelujahs to owe King I 

W. C. DIX. 
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XI.IO.II.IO. 

BRIGHTEST and best of the sons of 
the morning. 
Dawn on our darkness, and lend U8 thine 

a\A\ 
Btax ol the Ha&Vi, V^e Ykonxoci. ftAKrcvVrv a^ 
Guldewhete owe VDiBaxVBA^AoauesNa^vi^. 
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Say. BbnJl we ;lda BUu, in oosUy dero- 



MyiTh from tbe f oreat, imd ^1d f mni tbi 
Vlilil) »ltU Bold noiiM HIa faTou 



3 Then m^ wrc bo^e. 
To Hing ralcemcd 4 sllicl triumphs] Hong ^ 
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gARK, the el 



^ Bright^it and 1x4b of 
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pHBISTIANS.avatie.eiilute thsbsppy 



^bold."" 

nii dOu ii tiirrn a Saciair. ChrUl lit 
Lcrir 
3 He npaka, Add flb^ghbwBj tba cdotiftl 
In hymiiB of Jof, aukaQwi] 
Tlio nnitcsof roJcomlne late tb« Bane, 
AodliLWCD'a wliDle orh with h>ll3a]ii£a 

God's hlgbest BEorf wa tLDit 
Btlfi. 



rrace wo tto Babe, wbo hitb 
TrtDd In Hta >tf^, willed 
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TTARK f the herald aog^la tiog, 

3 Jorful, bJI to uatlQUfl, riae. 
Join lie trinmph of the atlai 






/__. 
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rnune upos thfl nd 



THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 



" Peace to the earth, good uoill to men, 

From heaven's all-gracious King ! " 
The world in solemn stillness lay 

To hear the angels sing, 
a Still through the cloven skies they come, 

With peaceful wings unfurled, 
And still their heavenly music floats 

O'er all the weary world ; 
Above its sad and lowly plisiins 

They bend on heavenly wing, 
And ever o'er its Babel sounds 

The blessdd angels sing. 

3 Yet, with the woes of sin and strife, 
The world has suffered long; 

B^ieath the angels' strain have rolled 
Two thousand- years of wrong; 

And man, at war with man, hears not 
The love-song which they bring : 

O bush the noise, ye men of stnfe. 
And hear the angels sing ! 

4 And ye, beneath life's crushing load. 
Whose forms are bending low, 

Who toil along the climbing way, 
With painful steps and slow,— 

Look now! for glad and golden hours 
Come swiftly on the wing: 

O rest beside the weary road, 
And hear the angels sing ! 

5 For lo ! the days are hastening on. 
By prophet-bards foretold. 

When, with the ever-circling years, 
Comes round the age of gold; 

When peace shall over all the earth 
Its ancient splendours fling, 

And the whole world send back the song 
Which now the angels sing. 

£. n. SEARS 
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OCOME. all ye faithful, 
Joyful and triumphant; 
O come ye, O come ye, to Bethlehem ; 
Come and behold Him 
Born, the King of angels ; 
O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him, 
O come, let us adore Him, CflUiST the 
Loud. 

2 Sing, choirs of angels. 
Sing in exultation. 

Sing, all ye citizens of heaven above : 

" Glory to God 

In the highest:" 
O come, let us adore Him, &c. 

3 Yea, Lord, we greet Thee, 
Born this happy morning; 

Jesu, to Thee be glory given ; 

Word of the Father, 

Now in flesh appearing; 
O come, let us adore Him, &c. 

LATIN HYMN, trans. F. OAKELEY. 

loo CM. 

THE race that long in darkness pined 
Have seen a glorious light; 
The people dwell in day, who dwelt 
Ta death's eurrounding night. 
^ -^.As/V Tby rise, Tbou better Sun ! 
■ine gatbering nations come. 



P.M. 



Joyous, as when the reapers bear 
The harvest treasures home. 

3 To us a Child of Hope is born. 
To us a Son is given ; 

Him shall the tribes of earth obey, 
Him all the hosts of heaven. 

4 His name shall be the Prince of Peace, 

For evermore adored; 
The Wonderful, the Counsellor, 
The great and mighty Lord. 

5 His power, increasing, still shall spread ; 

His reign no end shall know : 
Justice shall guard His throne above, 
And peace abound below. 

J. MORRISON. 

lo9 LM. 

W'HEN Jordan hushed his waters still. 
And silence slept on Zion's hill ; 
When Bethlehem's shepherds through 

the night 
Watched o'er their flocks by starry 
light,- 

2 Hark ! from the midnight hills around, 
A voice of more than mortal sound. 
In distant hallelujahs stole. 

Wild murmuring o'er the raptured souL 

3 On wheels of light, on wings of flame. 
The glorious hosts of Zion came : 
High heaven with songs of triumph rung, 
While thus they struck their harps and 

sung: 

4 " O Zion ! lift thy raptured eye. 
The long-expected hour is nigh. 
The joys of nature rise again. 

The Prince of Salem comes to reign. 

5 " He comes to cheer the trembling heart, 
Bid Satan and his host depart ; 
Again the day-star gilds the gloom. 
Again the bowers of Eden bloom ! " 

T. CAMPBELL. 



EARTHLY MINISTRY OF CHRIST. 

160 

A PILGRIM through this lonely world, 
The blessdd Saviour passed ; 
A mourner all His life was He, 
A dying Lamb at last. 

2 That tender heart that felt for all. 

For all its life-blood gave ; 
It found on earth no resting-place. 
Save only in the grave. 

3 Such was our Lord— and shall we fear 

The cross, with all its scorn? 
Or love a faithless, evil world. 
That wreathed His brow with thorn ? 

4 No ! facing all its frowns or smiles, 

Like Him, obedient still. 
We homeward press, through storm or 
calm, 
To Zion's blessdd hill. 

5 Dead to the world with Him who died 

To win our hearts, our love. 
We, risen w\V,\i omt xlaeu Hea,d, 
In spitit d^^eW bJqon©. 



EARTHLY MINISTRY. 
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6. 10.6. 10. 

BIRDS have their quiet nests. 
Foxes their holes, and man his 
peaceful bed; 
All creatures have their rest, 
But Jesus had not where to lay His 
head. 

2 And yet He came to give 

The weary and the heavy-laden rest ; 
To bid the sinner live, 
And soothe my griefs to slumber on 
His breast. 

3 I, who once made Him grieve : 

I, who once made His gentle spirit 
mourn; 
Whose hand essayed to weave 
For His meek brow the cruel crown of 
thorn ! 

4 O why should I have neace? 

Why, but for that unchanged, undying 
love. 
Which would not, could not cease. 
Until it made me heir of joys above. 

5 Yes, but for pardoning grace, 

I feel I never should in glory see 
The brightness of that face 
That once was pale and agonized for 
me. 

6 Let the birds seek their nest. 

Foxes their holes, and man his peace- 
ful bed ; 
Come, Saviour, in my breast 

Deign to repose Thine oft-rejected 
nead. 

7 On earth Thou lovest best 

To dwell in humble souls that mourn 

for sin ; 
O come and take Thy rest. 
This broken, bleeding, contrite heart 

within. 

J. 8. B. MONSELL. 



S.M. 



CM. 
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FEAR was within the tossing bark, 
When stormy winds grew loud. 
And waves came rolling high and dark. 
And the tall mast was bowed: 

2 And men stood breathless in their dread, 

And baffled in their skill : 
But One was there who rose, and said 
To the wild sea— "JSe still!" 

3 And slumber settled on the deep, 

And silence on the blast : 
They sank, as flowers that fold to sleep 
When sultry day is past. 

4 O Thou, that in its wildest hour 

Didst rule the tempest's mood. 
Send Thy meek Spirit forth in power 
Soft on our souls to brood. 

5 Thou that didst bow the billow's pride, 

Thy mandate to fulfil, 
O speak to passion's- raging tide. 
Speak, tad say, "Peace, be glill." 
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PIERCE was the storm of wind. 
The surging waves ran high. 
Failed the disciples' hearts with fear. 
Though Thou, their Lord, wast nigh. 

3 But at the stem rebuke 

Of Thy almighty word, 
Thewind was hushed, the billows ceaced. 

And owned Thee God and Lord. 

3 So now, when depths of sin 
Our souls with terrors fill. 

Arise, and be our helper. Lord, 
And speak Thy "Peace, bt still" 

4 When death's dark sea we cross. 
Be with us in Thy jwwer. 

Nor let the water-floods prevail 
In that dread trial-hour. 

5 And when, amid the signs 
Which speak Thine advent near. 

The roaring of the sea and waves 
Fills faithless hearts with fear ; 

6 May we all undismayed 
The raging tempest see. 

Lift up our heads, and hail with joy 
Thy great Epiphany. 

• H. W. BEADON. 
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Fall things like Thy brethren. Thou 
Wast made, yet tree from sin ; 
But how unlike to us, O Lord! 
Replies the voice within. 

2 O Son of Man ! 1%yself hast proved 

Oiur trials and our tears ; 
Life's thankless toil, and scant repose. 
Death's agonies and fears. 

3 O Son of God ! in glory raised 

Thou sittest on Thy throne ; 
Thence, by Thy pleadings and Thy grace, 
Still succouring Thine own. 

4 Brother and Saviour, Friend and Judge! 

To Thee, O Christ, be given 
To bind upon Thy crown the names 
Elect in earth and heaven. 

J. ANSTICE. 



CM. 
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OMEAN may seem this house of clay. 
Yet 'twas the Lord's abode ; 
Our feet may mourn this thorny way, 
Yet here Emmanuel trod. 

2 This robe of flesh the Lord did wear ; 

This watch the Lord did keep ; 
These burdens sore the Lord did bear ; 
These tears the Lord did weep. 

3 Our very frailty brings us near 

Unto the Lord of heaven ; 
To every grief, to every tear. 
Such glory strange is given. 

4 But not this to\» 'al ?«s^ -sfikSixsa 
"Sot, onV^ \si VJaa N««t w-^ ^^^^ 
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j THB LOBD JEaUS CHEIBT. 




4 O where H He that tood ths >»! 








To thonaanda hungerina wearily. 








FuU srwn, eelMtiaUf (ed. 

■£''.gSir£S't«... 


wll 'i,,"''™ ™> Tb^^bri^iuw. 


TJij ]0j un ua wilt flhed. 


'TwM ha^Ht when Ha brake. 


°SfiSlHS[*'^_^j- 


' ° Mj^^V. tea ^^'tahm : '" ' 
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\^'?So^%^^7.^''-- 


Or^dMl thou in thr h™ger_ m ? _ 






f\ BAYIOTTRI T)iDii1ii1a*ed)dEtI1iskB 
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To ehato with iw ths griofn of llfp. 


Ita Rutchiugg, -EsriDHB, and sbifu. 


VU B Bitw Thee not when ITion dJdil 
To thl^r world ot ^n and dutb ; 


; 'AifInlSfe?^"™Shf^!^Si°'''* 


i Up toS'Sie c™!ll™o th "U"'' 


3 Tbera'a uot an hour of lile below. 


f.S'.TS,£.=i^?^^'^1XfrGo. 


A wnnt, a. wenknem. or a won 
i In -whlrK to bolp tbe buUjBii beoil. 


3 We did not see Thee lifted hlib 


i Thou didm not tear Thysdf b pari : 


Amid that »Ud and e>vi«e ^w. 


1 To aivD ua rlcbri that eadure; 


" Forgive, they know not what thej 


Thou who WMt high, becomlni: Ion 
' Thai wo uleht ColSiy lUtiitu iruw : 


Tet we°b9lie>e the deed ww done. 


1 5 Thou, Goi of benicn, hj human birth 


■Which Bhook the earth, and Teiied thu 






^t'S6''™j'drw'3^lSwJll<.-t 


3 VTe Btood not tij the emptj lonib. 


1 From Thr dear ftllowBbip in grief. 


Where late Thy «Mred body lay. 


In tE( hiZilitj doit " w, ™ 

8u higl. our n«ure lift with Thine, 

TillL human thiogi benome IMrhie. ^ 


Mor aat within that uupej- room. 

Nor met Thee on the open way; 
But we believe that an^el^ aaid. 


"WluKek the living with tho dead-' 




, We did not mark tha ohoean few. 
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Whea Thou didst IhrouBh the cloudu 


•sSji'ssEssssei; 


' n -WHTEP 1< Ho th»t trod tho ^' 
^J Q hate Ja M that aiialie - 


SisK-rtsrffiai. 


^li % ^flb^" lo'S^e™ Wk"" 


S Ana now that Thou dnat reign on high, 


ThBia rs nfreedmaliune 
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WHEN the Barlonr dwelt below, 



All tha eaviflur freely bleeK<). 
He ceold make the leber whole ; 



SUFFERINGS AND DEATH. 



Listening sinners round Him pressed 
Whilst He taught the way to bliss ; 

Even enemies confessed, 
" No man ever spake like this." 

Be Thy love to me revealed ; 

Be Thy grace by me possessed: 
Touch me, and I shall be healed, 

Bless me, and I shall be blessed. 

J. RYLAND. 



SUFFERINGS AND DEATH. 
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CM. 



BEHOLD the Saviour of mankind 
Nailed to the shameful tree! l 

How vast the love that Him inclined 

To bleed and die for me ! 
Hark how He groans, while nature 

And earth's strong pillars bend t 
The temple-veil asunder breaks, 
The solid marbles rend. 

; 'Tis done, the precious ransom 's paid ; 
"Receive My soul," He cries; 
See, where He bows His sacred head, 

He. bows His head and dies! 
But soon He'll break death's envious 
chain, 
And in full glory shine ; 
O Lamb of God, was ever pain, 
Was ever love like Thine? 

SAMUEL WESLEY. 
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"It is finished !" O what pleasure 
Do those gracious words aifford! 

Heavenly blessings without measitt'e. 
Flow to us from Christ the Lord ; 

" It is finished ! '• 
Saints, the dying words record. 

" FinisJud" all the types and shadows 

Of the ceremonial law ; 
" Finished," aU that God had promised ! 

Death and hell no more shall awe ; 
" It is finished !'• 

Saints, from hence your comfort draw. 

Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs ; 

Join to sing the glorious theme; 
All on earth and all in heaven, 

Join to praise Emmanuel's name; 
Hallelujah ! 

Glory to the bleeding Lamb ! 

J. EVAKS. 
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TN Jhe Chross of Christ I glory, 



8.7 



O.M. 

BEHOLD 1 the Son of God appettm 
To save from sin and woe ; 
He leaves His radiant throne on hifl^, 
To dwell with men b^ow. 

2 Clothing Himself with 'mortal flesh, 

He flies to our relief ; 
Sorrows His chief acquaintance were, 
And His companion, grief. 

3 From Bethlehem's inn to Oalvaiy's 

cross 
AfSiction marked ISs road ; 
And many a weary step He took 
To bring us back to Gtod. 

4 How keen the anguish and the smart 

That pained His holy mind. 
When aU the powers of earth and hell 
Against TTiTn were combined! 

5 How dark and awful was the hour 

When on the cross He cried, 
"Tis finished," the full ransom's paid ; 
Then bowed His head and died! 

6 And did my Saviour thus expire, 

Nailed to the accursdd tree? 
To Him I give my soul away, 
Who lived and died for me. 

BAF. NEW SELECTION, 1828. 

172 8.7.4. 

HARK I the voice of love and mercy 
Soimda aloud from Calvary ; 
See, it rends the rocks asunder, 
Shakes the earth and veils the sky ; 

"Itit/MshedJ" 
Hear the dying Saviour cry. 



Towering o'er the wrecks of time 
All the light of sacred story 
Gathers round its head sublime. 

When the woes of life o'ertake me, 
Hopes deceive, and fears annoy. 

Never shall the Cross forsake me ; 
Lo ! it glows with peace and joy. 

When the sun of bliss is beaming 
Light and love upon my way. 

From the Cross the radiance streaming, 
Adds more lustre to the day. 

Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure, 
By the Cross are sanctified ; 

Peace is there, that knows no measure, 
Joys, that through all time abide. 

In tiie Cross of Christ I glory. 
Towering o'er the wrecks of time : 

All the light of sacred story 
Gathers roiind its head sublime. 

J. BOWKINQ. 
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L.M. 

COME and mourn with me awhile ; 
O come ye to the Saviour's side; 
O come, together let us mourn ; 
Jesus, our Lord, is crucified ! 

Have we no tears to shed for Him, 
While soldiers scoff and Jews deride? 
Ah 1 look how patiently He hangs ; 
Jesus, our Lord, is crucified ! 

How fast His hands and feet are nailed ; 
His throat with parching thirst is dried ; 
His failing eyes are dimmed with blood ; 
Jesus, our Lord, is crucified! 

Seven times He spoke, seven words of 

love; . , 

And all three hours His silence cried 
For mercy on the souls of men ; 
Jesus, our Lord, is crucified! 
A broken heart, a fount of teara^^ 
Ask, asxd \Jafci ^^ \io\.\» ^^'^-T™^ 



^Vuoe TYvovx lot \» «s?^ 



^,^ 






THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 
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7.6. 

SACRED head ! now wounded, 
With grief and shame bowed down, 
Now scornfully surrounded 

With thorns, Thy only crown! 
How pale art Thou with anguish, 

Witn sore abuse and scorn ! 
How does that visage languish, 
Which once was bright as morn ! 

> What Thou, my Lord, hast suffered. 

Was all for sinners' gain : 
Mine, mine was the transgression. 

But Thine the deadly pain. 
Lo ! here I fall, my Saviour ; 

•Tis I deserve Thy place ; 
Look on me with Thy favour, 

Vouchsafe to me Thy grace. 

3 What language shall I borrow 

To thank Thee, dearest Friend, 
For this, Thy dying sorrow, 

Thy pity without end ! 
O make me Thine for ever ; 

And should I fainting be, 
Lord, let me never, never 

Outlive my love to Thee ! 

4 And when I am departing, 

Then part not Thou from me ; 
When mortal pangs are darting, 

Come, Lord, and set me free ! 
And when my heart must langiush 

Amidst the final throe. 
Release me from mine anguish 

By Thine own pain and woe ! 

5 Be near me when I'm dying, 

O show Thy cross to me ; . 
And, for my succour flying. 

Come, Lord, and set me free ! 
These eyes, new faith receiving, 

From Jesus shall not move ; 
For he, who dies believing. 

Dies safely through Thy love. 

BERNARD OK CLAIRVAUX ; P. OERHA.RDT ; 

trans. JAiiES w. ai.kxandkr. 



6 Ah ! no *, when all things else expire, I 

And perish in the general fire, j 

This name all others shall survive, ; 
And through eternity shall live. 

KRISHNU PAL, tratlS. XAJtSHMAir. 
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L.M. 

OTHOU. my soul, forget no more 
The Friend who all thy misery 
bore ; 
Let every idol be forgot, 
But, O my soul, forget Him not. 

2 Thy Grod for thee a body takes. 
Thy guilt assximes, thy fetters breaks,— 
Discharging all thy dreadful debt ; 
And canst thou e'er such love forget? 

3 Renounce thy works and ways with grief. 
And fly to this most sure relief ; 
Nor Him forget, who left His throne. 
And for thy life gave up His own. 

4 Infinite truth and mercy shine 
In Him, and He Himself U thme : 
And canst thou then, with sin beset. 
Such charms, such matchless charms, 

forget? 
/> SAh! no; tiU life itself depart, 

^js name sball cheer and warm my 
heart ; 
And, Jj'epiag this, from earth I'll rise. 
And Join the eborua of the skies, 

3S 



RIDE on I ride on in majesty ! 
Hark ! all the tribes ' Hosanna * cry ; 
O Saviour meek, pursue Thy road 
With palms and scattered garments 
strowed. 

2 Ride on ! ride on in majesty ! 
In lowly pomp ride on to die ; 
O Christ, Thy triumphs now b^n 
O'er captive death and conquered sin. 

3 Ride on ! ride on in majesty ! 
The wingdd squadrons of the sky 
Look down-, with sad and wond^ng 

eyes 
To see the approaching sacrifice. 

4 Ride on ! ride on in majesty ! 
The last and fiercest strife is nigh: 
The Father on His sapphire throne 
Awaits His own Anointed Son. 

5 Ride on ! ride on in majesty ! 
In lowly pomp ride on to die : 
Bow Thy meeic Head to mortal pain, 
Then take, O God, Thy power, and , 

reign. | 

H. ST. MXIjMAN. 

178 6.6.8. 

THOU who didst stoop below. 
To drain the cup of woe, 
Wearing our frail mortality. 
Thy blessed labours done. 
Thy crown of victory won, 
Hast passed to Thy throne on high. 

2 Our eyes behold Thee not. 
Yet hast Thou not forgot 

Those who have placed their hope in 
Thee * 
Before Thy Father's face. 
Thou hast prepared a place. 

That with Thee they may also be. 

3 It was no path of flowers 
Through this dark world of ours. 

Beloved Saviour, Thou didst tread ; 
And shall we in dismay 
Shrink from the narrow way. 

When clouds and darkness round it 
spread? 

4 O Thou who art our life. 

Be with us through the strife ; 
And when by earth's fierce tempests 
bowed, 

Raise Thou our eyes above. 

To see a Father's love 
Beam like the rainbow through thedoud . 

5 E'en through the awful gloom 
Which hovers o'er the tomb. 

That light of love our guide-star be ; 
Our spirits shall not dread 
The snaAow^ "w^s ^ V!c«aA, 

Bleal Savvout, nAAOcl ^oWCiVeaAVitltkSft. 
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Th.,i^.m^I^d^.a:(^t.^aU^eji^he, 


rrHROHKD mnn the awful tree. 


S WcK tho whole realm ol noture mine. 


ssE;?s«'SV£f^^ 


^?i I^'dTitS^^Si '">^. ™ ^^" 


i^sT^r'^'isrzs^'^''' 


wArni. 


9 SUent thnniBh bhoM IhrcB dreml honn 




WnstUpE "Itli IhD evil jowen. 


RESCHEEI^ON OP CBKJST, 


srsSHrSji,-- 
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A Hearta to he«cn Bnd loicH raise : 


TSon, the Fatber'4 (.dIt Son, 


Bine u. God a hyoin «( dulnen, 
H ho th " ItiV^" ■ 




S^i*the'-orld'™l°villon b£u. 


J Lord. BhQuJ.l iHir Mi inmish toU 
n^Uy D'u toy sUtful eouI, 


.e!S?^"™''™'"^'?£Z»,„ 






TtaM ThlDe owti oiiEbt. ne'er be left. 




Teoch me bf that bitter cry. 




In the glDDiD to know Thee Digh ! 
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^m liiii tiimiwi or tbB srayp. 
3 Chbist ii ritm. Be ue riuD ; 


W8f*srs.«:s'S 


S-5SsSHS- 


sa-s'.KJiVffii'ii.. 


1q Bhinlue IMtcts, " Can ir Love;" 


Here on earth may tnilltul be, 
Aud b; angel hKnils be Elltllfced. 


He bcw w, .lu upei the tree. 


And be eter, Lono, with Then. 


Hb DiiM. u. rowcy Yrem .bove. 






(ilotyba lo God on high; 


Ana iwHtou smy UtCa cup. 
4 It mi>k« the connl qMi bnve, 


Who'ha. gaJned'lh"iictory: 
Alleluia to the Spihtt. 
Fount ^oT I0.B and HmcUty; 


AaOn™ ttjfceWB_™^tot B|bb : 


*T2''tte'MuMMaiBilj! 






Aud s<ld> the bed of daU> wicThKlit. 




S Tbe bHlm of lif^ the euie ol wiw, 
The ffienmre «id the pleflBe dI lofe, 
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" pHRIBT, tho LoTd, l> riMn to-day,'- 
HoDacruicuaiidugetaeay: 
Raiie your Juya aud triamphl hUhl 


The mgeU' tbeme in htaven ahoTe, 




y<ng, ye heavens; thou earth, reply! 
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TtTHEN 1 lurvor the wondroua cri»4 
'T On nhich tho 1*1111118 of glonr died, 
My richail c»1n I count hutloas. 


I Lois'B redeeming vork la done, 


Kou,bt the fleht.,the battle .on: 
Lo' tbe nun's ooiipafllED'er: 
Lo 1 be UU ill blood no more. 


1 Vtin the Blone, the natah, tbe leal ; 




Christ hss burst the gates of hell] 


I Forhld it, LDcd, that I ■bould bout, 
Saye In the death of Christ my God ! 


Death In vain lorhids His riie; 


Chtiit bu opaoed Patadliel 


KSiu';;Masss— "• 
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Where th> viotory. O Oraie" 


Did e'er aoch lo<e aud aocru» meet. 


5 SraiT ^e now -.^as CotafclflSfc'w^. 




Yt,\\p,i«t c™, ^-A^^^f?*;, ^^ 



J Hi' aung I 
! QpreAda u'et 






THE LORD JESUS CHRIST. 



6 Hail the Lord of earth and heaven ! 
Praise to Thee by both be given, 
Thee we greet triumphant now : 
Hail I the Reeurreotion Thou ! 

WESLEY.* 

184 8.8.6. 

COME see the place where Jesus lay, 
And hear angelic watchers say, 
"He lives, who once was slain: 
Why seek the living 'midst the dead? 
Remember how the Saviour said. 
That He would rise again." 

3 O joyful sound ! O glorious hour. 
When by His own Almighty power 

He rose, and left the grave I 
Now let our songs His toiumph tell, 
Who burst the bands of death and hell, 

And ever lives to save. 

3 The First-begotten of the dead. 
For us He rose, our glorious Head, 

Immortal life to bnng ; 
What though the saints like Him shall 

die. 
They share their Leader's victory. 

And triumph with their King. 

4 No more they tremble at the grave, 
For Jesus will their spirits save, 

Though dust return to dust : 
O risen Lord, in Thee we live. 
To Thee our ransomed souls we give, 

To Thee our bodies trust. 

T. KELLY.* 
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TESTIS lives I no longer now 

O Can thy terrors, Death, appal us : 

Jesus lives! by thia we know 

I Thou, O Grave, canst not enthral us. 

I AUeluia! 

1 2 Jesus lives I henceforth is death 
But the gate of life immortal ; 
This shall calm our trembling breath, 
When we pass its gloomy portal. 

' AUeluia 1 

I 

3 Jesus lives I for us He died : 

Then, alone to Jesus living, 
' Piure in heart may we abide. 
Glory to oiu: Saviour giving. 

Alleluia! 

4 Jesus lives I our hearts know well 
Naught from us His love shall sever ; 

Life, nor death, nor powers of hell 
Tear us from His keeping ever. 

AUeluia! 

5 Jesus lives ! to Him the throne 
Over aU the world is given : 

May we go where He is gone. 
Rest and reign with Him in heaven. 

AUeluia I 

O. F. OELLEBT, tratU. F. E. COX. 



From death to life eternal. 

From earth unto the sky. 
Our Christ hath brought us over. 

With hymns of victory. 

Our hearts be pure from evil. 

That we may see aright 
The Lord in rays eternal 

Of resurrection-light ; 
And, listening to His accents. 

May hear so calm and plain 
His own "All hail," and, hearing, 

May raise the victor strain. 

Now let the heavens be joyful. 

And earth her song begin, 
Let the round world keep triumph. 

And aU that is therein; 
Invisible and visible. 

Their notes let aU things blend. 
For Christ the Lord is risen, 

Our Joy that hath no end I 

JOHN OF DAMASCUS, tvans, J. X. JfrXAI.E. 



S.M. 



7.8. 
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rpHE Day of Resurrection I 
■*. Earth, tell it out abroad; 
^^ ^^^^over of gladnesB. 
The JPaaaorer of God • 



7.6. 
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•' fPHE Lord is risen indeed," 
•*- Then is His work performed; 

The captive surety now is freed. 
And death, our foe, disarmed. 

2 " The Lord is risen indeed,"* 
Then heU has lost its prey ; 
With Him is risen the ransomed seed. 
To reign in endless day. 

J " The Lord is risen indeed" 
He Uves to die no more ; 
He Uves the sinner's cause to plead. 
Whose curse and shame He bore. 

\ "The Lord is risen irwfeed," 
Attending angels hear ; 
Up to the courts of heaven with speed 
The jojrful tidings bear. 

5 Then take your golden lyres. 
And strike each cheerful chord. 
Join aU the bright celestial choira* 
To sing our risen Lord. 

T. KSLI.T. 

188 8.8.8. 

THE strife is o'er, the battle done; 
The triumph of the Lord is won; 
O let the song of praise be sung — 

AluSuial 

2 The powers of death have done their 

worst, 
And Jesus hath His foes dispersed; 
Let shouts of praise and joy outburst" 

AUeluia 1 

3 On that third mom He rose again. 
In glorious majesty to reign ; 

O let us BweU the joyful strain— 

AUeluia r 

[4 He dosed tYie •jswtttJQ.a «,*?«» olVkSilli ( 

I Tbe\ia»ltom\ie8i^e\iftUv\^vst\»^a\sSk.\ 

Let Bougji ol ^o;i Bia \!t\\)ini\Jj^^s3^7- 
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ASCENSION AND EXALTATION. 



5 Lord.by the stripes which wounded Thee, 
From death's dread sting Thy serrants 

free, 
That we may live and sing to Thee— 

Alleluia! 

LATIN HYMK, tratU. F. POTT. 

ASCENSION AND EXALTATION. 
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ASCENDED Lord, accept our praise, 
As, with adoring eye, 
From this dim earth we lift our gaze 
To that bright home on high. 

2 We may not stay our lingering feet 

Upon the sacred hill, 
Nor with blest dreams and visions sweet 
Stand gazing upwards still. 

3 For Thou, Lord, shalt once more appear; 

And we would seek Thy grace 
To tread our lowly pathway here 
Until we see Thy face. 

4 And week by week we ask this day 

Fresh gleams of heavenly light, 
To cheer us on our toilsome way, 
And brighten all our night. 

5 Then praise to Thee, ascended Lord ! 

O Father, praise to Thee, 
And Thou, O Spirit, be adored, 
One God in Trinity I 

W. W. HOW. 
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BEYOND the glittering starry skies. 
Far as the eternal hills. 
Yon heaven of heavens, with peerless 
light. 
Our great Redeemer fills. 

2 Legions of angels, strong and fair, 

In countless armies shine ; 
At His right hand, with golden harps. 
They offer songs divine. 

3 vVnd whilst He stooped on earth to 

dwell, 
And suffered rude disdain. 
They cast their honours at His feet. 
And waited in His l^in. 

4 Through all His travels here below. 

They did His steps attend ; 
Oft wondering how, and where, at 
last. 
This scene of love would end. 

5 As on the torturing cross He hung. 

And darkness veued the sky; 
Amazed, they saw that awful sight, 
The Lord of glory die. 

6 They saw Him break the bars of death. 

Which none e'er broke before. 
And rise, in conquering majesty, 
To stoop to death no more. 

7 They brought His chariot from above. 

To bear Him to His throne ; 
Spread their triumphant wings, and 
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pi OLDEN harps are sounding, 
VT Angel voices ring. 
Pearly gates are opened— 

Opened for the King; 
Jesus, King of Glory, 

Jesus, King of Love, 
Is gone up in triumph 
To His throne above. 
*A11 His work is ended,' 
Josrfully wo sing, 
Jesus hath ascended ! 
Glory to our King ! ' 

He who came to save us. 

He who bled and died. 
Now is crowned with glory 

At His Father's side. 
Never more to suffer, 

Never more to die ; 
Jesus, King of Glory, 

Has gone up on high ! 
' All His work is endc<1.' &c. 
Praying for His children. 

In that blessdd place, 
Calling tiiem to glory. 

Sending them His grace ; 
His bright home preparing. 

Faithful ones, for you ; 
Jesus ever livetii. 

Ever loveth too. 
'All His work is ended,' &c. 

F. R. HAViSKGAL. 



6.5. 



78. 



'The glariomi work Is done I" 

J". FANCR and D. TURlfTBR. 
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HAIL the day that sees Him rise 
To His throne above the skies! 
Christ, awhile to mortals g^ven. 
Re-ascends His native heaven. 

2 There the glorious triumph waits; 
Lift your heads, eternal gates ! 
Wide unfold the radiant scene ; 
Take the King of glory inl 

3 Him though highest heaven receives. 
Still He loves the earth He leaves : 
Thou^ returning to His throne, 
Still Be calls mankind His own. 

4 See He lifts His hands above ! 
See He shows the prints of love ! 
Harkl His gracious lips bestow 
Blessings on His church below. 

5 'Master,' may we ever say, 
' Taken from our head toi-day. 
See Thy faithful servants, see 
Ever gazing up to Thee.' 

6 Grant, though parted from our sight 
High above yon azure height, 
Grant our hearts may l^lther rise, 
Following Thee beyond the skies. 

7 Ever upward let us move, 
Wafted on the wings of love ; 
Looking when our Lord shall come. 
Longing for our h«QiX«,viL's bA\SLS&. 



THE LORD JESD8 CHRIST^ 
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78. 
E is gone— A cloud of light 
Has received Him from our sight ; 
High in heaven, where eye of men 
Follows not, nor angel's ken ; 
Through the veils of time and space, 
Passed into the Holiest place; 
All the toil, the sorrow done, 
All the battle fought and won. 

2 He is gone— Towards their goal 
World and Church must onward roll 
Far behind we leave the past ; 
Forward are our glances cast : 
Still His words before us range 
Through the ages, as they change: 
Wheresoe'er the truth shall lead, 
He will give whate'er we need. 

3 He is gone— But we once more 
•Shall behold EQm as before ; 
In the heaven of heavens the same, 
As on earth He went and came. 
In the many mansions there. 
Place for us He will prepare : 
In that world unseen, unknown, 
He and we may yet be one. 

4 He is gone— But not in vain, 
Wait until He comes again: 
He is risen. He is not here. 
Far above this earthly sphere; 
Evermore in heart and mind 
There our peace in Him we find : 
To our own Eternal Friend, 
Thitherward let us ascend. 

A. p. STANLEY. 

88 6 88 6 

JESUS, Lord! 'tis joy to know 
Thy path is o'er of shame and woe. 
For us so meekly trod : 
All finished is Thy work of toil, 
Thou reapest now the fruit and spoil, 
Exalted by our God. 

2 Thy holy head, once bound with thorns, 
The crown of glory now adorns— 

Thy seat the Father's throne; 
O Lord! e'en now we sing Thy praise, 
And soon the eternal song shall raise— 

' Worthy the Lord alone ! ' 

3 Our glorious Head, Thou sittest there, 
Tby members here the blessing share 

Of all Thou dost receive : 
Thy wisdom, riches, honours, powers. 
Thy boundless love has all made ours. 

Who in Thy name believe. 

4 We triumph in Thy triumphs. Lord ; 
Thy joys our deepest joys afford. 

Our life is life divine : 
While sorrowing, suflFering, toiling here. 
How does the thought our spirits cneer— 

The throne of glory's Thine. 

Anon. 
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/) LORD ! who now art seated 
J^ Above the heavens on high, 
^e graciouB work completed 
J^or which Thou cam'st to die. 
w^/® "^i^l^^o-rtB are lifted, 
jrbiJe pilgrlma wandering here, 



For Thou art truly gifted 
Our every grief to share. 

2 We know that Thou hast bought us. 
And washed us in Thy blood ; 

We know Thy grace has brought us 
As kings and priests to God : 

We know that soon the momin*' 
Long looked for, hasteth near. 

When we, at Thy returning, 
In glory shall appear ! 

3 O Lord! Thy love's unbounded. 
Bo full, so vast, so free ; 

Our thoughts are all confounded. 

Whene'er we think on Thee : 
For us Thou cam'st flrom heaven 

For us to bleed and die. 
That, purchased and forgiven. 

We might ascend on mgh. 

4 O let this love constrain us 
To give our hearts to Thee ; 

Let nothing henceforth pain us 
But that which paineth Thee ; 

Our joy, our one endeavour. 
Through suffering, conflict, shame. 

To serve Thee, gracious Saviour 
And magnify Thy name. * 

J. a. DECK. 

^^^ 9-6. double. 

OSHOW me not my Saviour dying, 
As on the cross He bled ; 
Nor in the tomb a captive lying. 

For He has left the dead : 
Then bid me not that form suspended 

For my Redeemer own, 
Who, to the highest heavens ascerded. 
In glory fills the throne. 

2 Weep not for Hun at Calvary's station, 
Weep only for thy sins ; 

view where He lav with exultaUon, 
Tis there our hope begins : 

Yet stay not there, thy sorrows feeding. 
Amid the scenes He trod ; 

Look up, and see Him interceding 
At the right hand of God. 

3 Still in the shameful Cross I glory, 
Where His dear blood was sput; 

That shamefulCross.set forth before me. 
Hath cancelled all my guilt. 

Yet what, 'mid conflict and temptation. 
Shall strength and succour give? 

He lives, the Captain of Salvation; 
Therefore His servants live. 

4 By death,He death's dark king defeated, 
And overcame the grave; 

Rising, the triumph He completed; 

He lives. He reigns to save. 
Heaven's happy myriads bowbeforeHim: 

He comes, the Judge of men ; 
These eyes shall see Him,and adoreHim; 

Lord Jesus I own me then. 

J. CONDEH,* 
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OTJR Lord \a tTaeu ttoxo. ^^a ^«m1; 
Our 3esa& Va aoiie vop ou "Wi.'sga.*, 
The powers ofheu «ce ca!G»\>V(«\«QL{ 



HIGH FBIEST. 



2 There His triumphal chariot waits. 
And angels chant the solemn lay; 
Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates ; 
Ye everlasting doors, give way! 

3 Loose all your bars of massy light. 
And wide imf old the ethereal scene ; 
He claims these mansions as His right ; 
Receive the King of Glory in! 

4 'Who is the King of Glory? Who?' 
The Lord that all our foes o'ercame ; 
The world, sin, death, and hell o'er- 

threw; 
And Jesus is the Conqueror's name. 

5 Lo! His triumphal chariot waits. 
And angels chant the s61emn lay; 
Lift up your heads, ye heavenly gates ; 
Ye everlasting doors, give way ! 

6 'Who is the King of Glory? Who? ' 
The Lord, of boundless power pos- 
sessed ; 

The King of saints and angels too^ 
God over all, for ever blest ! 

WESLEY. 
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THE golden gates are lifted up. 
The doors are opened wide, 
The King of Glory is gone in 
Unto His Father's side. 

2 Thou art gone up before us, Lord, 

To make for us a place. 
That we may be where now Thou art. 
And look upon God's face. 

3 And ever on our earthly path 

A gleam of glory lies, 
' A light still breaks behind the cloud 
I That veiled Thee from our eyes. 

4 Lift up our hearts, lift up our minds ; 

Let Thy dear grace be given. 
! That whUe we wander here below. 
Our treasure be in heaven. 

5 That where Thou art, at €k>d'8 right 

hand 
Our hope, our love may be ; 
I Dwell Thou in us, that we may dwell 
! For evermore in Thee. 

C. F. ALEXANDER. 

i 199 CM. 

THE head that once was crowned with 
, thorns. 

Is crowned with glory now ; 
I A royal diadem adorns 

The mighty Victor's brow. 

2 The highest place that heaven affords 

Is His by sovereign right : 
The King of kings, and Lord of lords, 
He reigns in glory bright. 

3 The joy of all who dwell above, 

The joy of all below 
To whom He manifests His love. 
And grants His name to know : 

4 To them the cross, with all its shame, 

With all its grace, is given : 
Tbeir name an everlasting name, 
Tbeir Joy the joy ot heaveo. 



8. Br. double. 



S They suffer with their Lord below: 
They reign with Him above: 
Their profit and their joy, to know 
The mystery of His love. 

T. KELLY. 
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THOU art gone up on high 
To mansions in the skies; 
And round Thy throne unceasingly 
The songs of praise arise. 
But we are lingering here, 
' With sin and care oppressed; 
Lord, send Thy promised Comforter, 
And lead us to our rest. 

2 Thou art gone up on high ; 

But Thou didst first come down. 
Through earth's most bitter agony, 

To pass unto Thy crown ; 

And girt with grie& and fears 

Our onward course must be ; 
But only let that path of tears 

Lead us at last to Thee ! 

3 Thou art gone up on high ; 
But Thou Shalt come again. 

With all the bright ones of the sky 

Attendant in Thy train. 

O ! by Thy saving power. 

So make us live and die, 
That we may stand in that dread hour 

At Thy right hand on high! 

E. TOKE. 
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^ - ^ HIGH PRIEST. 
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TBSUS, in Thee our eyes behold 
t/ A thousand glories more 
Than the rich gems and polished gold 
The sons of Aaron wore. 

2 They first their own burnt-offerings 

brought 
To purge themselves from sin ; 
Thy life was pure without a spot. 
And all Thy nature clean. 

3 Fresh blood, as constant as the day. 

Was on their altar spilt ; 
But Thy one offering takes away 
For ever all our guilt. 

4 Their priesthood ran through several 

hands,. 
For mortal was their race : 
Thy never-changing office stands 
Eternal as Thy days. 

5 Once in the circuit of a year. 

With blood, but not his own, 
Aaron within the veil appears. 
Before the golden. t>b.TQ>w^. 
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And oelBtasle HiB uonstBal mta 
^ Tbouiih nlHd (a a Buiicriar IhroDP, 


M-BHCOt 
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3 Tho mmc ot bU ms aainta Ho teats 

"aiffFrsiS"'"™ 

4 Those cliuuiCen ebsU f^ nhlde. 
Out cyarlMling Irml. 


1 Touched wKU ftBjtODatliy within. i 
Hp knows our looblo fnine ; 


Are mouiflared down to iuBt. 
S So, CTodous S»vinai. OD my htout 


Vfhat evsty mamher hcaia. 
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i. Th? tipis axe aJl withdrawn': 

Kot Hd,°nor taUooka slain ; '°' 
Incenae and spice of costly names 

I Thu otlMlBE and Iho priest. 

' J He took out iKoctal flesh, to bIii.h 

! I'M'Ss^He'Sl His IKs'l^ow, 

: 204 "'"tu, 

WHEUE lilBb thu heaienly templi 



3 ThouBh now asceiiaci up on hieh, 
//b knowB the haBlj of our iiame. 



'a aguoia, an J ciiei. 
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ALWAYS' with HB. 'ulimyi' with aft 
Words of cheer and wards o( Ion 
TliuB the risen Suvioor whisKin 
From Hia dwellinit-jiiMoe aWre. 



.iffhtin^ up the steps to eIott I 

»„,,..,..•. -».»j^ I 

-'f B,7. donWa 

PBUND ot s\iaws»\ "tana, at bVkI I I 



A FRIEND, 



Friend to help ns, cheer ub, save na. 
In whom power and pity blend — 

Praise we must the grace whic^ gave us 
Jesus Christ, the Sinners' Friend. 

Friend who nerer fails nor grieves us, 

Faithful, tender, constant, kind!— 
Friend who at all times receives us, 

Friend who came the lost to find !— 
Sorrow soothing, joys enhancing. 

Loving until life shall end,— 
Then conferring bliss entrancing. 

Still, in heaven, the Sinners' Friend. 

O to love and serve Thee better ! 

From all evil set us free ; 
Break, Lord, every sinful fetter; 

Be each thouc^ conformed to Thee : 
Looking for Thy bright appearing, 

May our spirits upward tend; 
Till, no longer doubting, fearing. 

We behold the Sinners' Friend ! 

NE WHAN HALL. 



I..M. 
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" TKNOW that my Redeemer lives!" 
•'■ What comfort this sweet sentence 
ayes I 
He lives ! He lives ! who once was dead ; 
He lives, my ever-living Head I 

2 He lives, triumphant from the grave, 
He lives, eternally to save; 

He lives, to bless me with His love ; 
He lives, to plead for me above. 

3 He lives, to silence all my fears ; 
He lives, to stay and wipe my tears ; 
He lives, to soothe my troubled heart ; 
He lives, all blessings to impart. 

4 He lives, my kind, my faithful Friend ; 
He lives, and lovee me to the end; 
He lives, and while He lives Pll sing, 
Jesus, my Prophet, Priest, and King. 

5 He lives, all glory to His name ! 

He lives, my Saviour, still the same ! 
O the sweet joy this sentence gives, 
*•/ know that my Bedeemer lives!" 

S. MEDLEY. 

20y 6.4.6.4.10.10. 

I LIFT my heart to Thee, 
Saviour Divine, 
For Thou art all to me, 
And I am Thine. 
Is there on earth a closer bond than this— 
That " niy BelovicPs mine and I am His f " 

2 Thine am I by all ties ; 

But chiefly Thine, 
That through Thy sacrifice. 
Thou, Lord, art mine. 
By Thine own cords of love, so sweetly 

wound 
Around me, I to Thee am closely bound. 

3 To The^ Thou bleeding Lamb, 

I all thingS'Owe/ 
All that I hare and am, 
And all X know. 
All Oiat I bare la nofw no longer mine. 
AndlamnotmineowniLmd, lamThJnel 



4 How can I, Lord, withhold 
Life's brightest hoiur 
From Thee ; or gathered gold. 
Or any power? 
Why should I keep one precious thing from 

Thee, 
When Thou hast given Thine own dear 
Self for me? 

Savioiur, keep 
love, 
Until death's holy sleep 
Shall me remove. 
To that fair realm where, sin and sorrow 

o'er, 
Thou and Thine own are one for evermore. 

C. E. MVDIE. 



I pray Thee, 
Me in Thy 
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LONG did I toil, and knew no earthly 
rest; 
Far did I rove, and found no certain 

home; 
At last I sought them in His sheltering 

breast, 
Who opes His arms, and bids the weary 

come. 
With Him I found a home, a rest divine ; 
And I since then am His, and He is 

mine. 

The good I have is from His stores 

supplied ; 
The ill is only what He deems the best ; 
He for my Friend, I'm rich with naught 

beside ; 
And poor without Him, though of all 

possessed. 
Changes may come ; I take, or I resign ; 
Content while I am His, while He is 

mine. 

Whate'er may change, in Him no change 
is seen ; 

A glorious sun, that wanes not, nor de- 
clines: 

Above the clouds and storms Ho walks 
serene. 

And sweetly on His people's darkness 
shines. 

All may depart ; I fret not, nor repine, 

While I my Saviour's am, while Ho is 
mine. 

While here, alas ! I know but half His 

love. 
But half discern Him, and but half 

adore; 
But when I meet Him in the realms 

above, 
I hope to love Him better, praise Him 

more, 
And feel, and tell, amid the choir divine. 
How fully I am His, and He is mine. 

H. F. LYTB. 
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2 Blest with communion so divine, 
Take what Thou wilt, shall I repine, 
When, as the branches to the vine. 

My soul may cling to Thee? 

3 What though the world deceitful prove, 
And earthly friends and joys remove, 
With patient, uncomplaining love, 

StiU would I cling to Thee ! 

4 Though faith and hope awhile be tried, 
I ask not, need not, aught beside; 
How safe, how calm, how satisfied, 

The souls that cling to Thee ! 

5 They fear not life's rough storms to 

brave. 
Since Thou art near, and strong to save ; 
Nor shudder e'en at death's dark wave. 
Because they cling to Thee. 

6 Blest is my lot, whate'er befall ; 
What can disturb me, who appal. 
While, as my strength, my rock, my all, 

Saviour, I cling to Thee? 

C. ELLIOTT. 
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JESUS, Friend unfailing. 
How dear Thou art to me! 
Are cares or fears assailing? 
I find my strength in Thee. 
Why should my feet grow weary 

Of this my pilgrim way? 
Bough though the path and dreary. 
It ends in perfect day. 

2 What fills my soul with gladness? 

'Tis Thine abounding grace ; 
Where can I look in sadness. 

But, Jesus, on Thy face? 
My all is Thy providing ; 

Thy love can ne'er grow cold ; 
In Thee my Refuge, hiding. 

No good wilt Thou withhold. 

3 Why should I droop in sorrow? 

Thou'rt ever by my side : 
Why trembling dread the morrow? 

What ill can e'er betide? 
If I my cross have taken, 

Tis but to follow Thee ; 
If scorned, despised, forsaken. 

Naught severs Thee from me. 

4 For every tribulation, 

For every sore distress. 
In Christ I've full salvation. 

Sure help and quiet rest. 
No fear of foes prevailing, 

I triumph. Lord, in Thee : 
O Jesus, Friend unfailing, 

How dear art Thou to me ! 

GERMAN, trans, h, k. browne. 
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But the Saviour died to have us 

Reconciled in Him to €rc>d: 
This was boundless love ind^sd! 
Jesus is a Friend in need. 

3 When He lived on earth abasdd. 

Friend of sinners was His name; 
Now, above all glory raisdd, 

He rejoices in the same : 
Still He calls them brethren, friends. 
And to all their wants attends. 

4 O for grace our hearts to soften! 

Teach us. Lord, at length to love; 
We, alas ! forget too often 

What a Friend we have above: 
But, when home our souls are brought, 
We shall love Thee as we ought. 

J. NEWTON. 
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OTHOU, the contrite sinners' Friend, ' 
Who, loving, lov'st them to the end, i 
On this alone my hopes depend. 
That Thou wilt plead for me. 

2 When, weary in the Christian race. 
Far off appears my resting-place. 
And, fainting, I mistrust Thy grace. 

Then, Saviour, plead for ma 

3 When I have erred and gone astray. 
Afar from Thine and wisdom's way. 
And see no glimmering, guiding ray, 

Still, Saviour, plead for me. 

4 When Satan, by my sins made bold. 
Strives from Thy cross to lose my hold. 
Then with Thy pitying arms enfold. 

And plead, O plead for me ! 

5 And when my dying hour draws near, 
Darkened with anguish, guilt, and fear, 
Then to my fainting sight appear, 

Pleading in heaven for me. 

6 When the full light of heavenly day 
Reveals my sins in dread array. 

Say, Thou hast washed them all away ; 
O say. Thou plead'st for me ! 

C. ELLIOTT. 
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8.7.8.7.7-7. 
NE there is, above all others, 
Well deserves the name of Friend ; 
His is love beyond a brother's. 
Costly, free, and knows no end : 
^iJffy y^ho once Hia kindnesa prove, 
ITind it ererlaating love. 

»^7bA o/a// om-friendB, to save lis, 
/" ' onrpuidZiaFeshed their blood? 



8s. 

WHEN gathering clouds around I 
view, 
And days are dark, and friends are few. 
On Him I lean, who not in vain 
Experienced every human paiu : 
He sees my wants, allays my fears. 
And counts and treasures up my tears. 

2 If aught should tempt my soul to stray 
From heavenly wisdom's narrow way. 
To flee the good I would pursue, 
Or do the sin I would not do ; 
Still He, who felt temptation's power. 
Shall guard me in that dangerous hour. 

3 If vexing thoughts within me rise. 
And, sore dismayed, my spirit dies ; 
Yet He. who once vouchsafed to bear 
The sickening anguish of despair, 
Shall BweeU^ «oo\)\ve, «\vbU. {gently dry, 
The tbTo\>\)\ns\i«aT\t>Hi^LV«%\xiaxQ\'t\%«<3^. 

4 WbenaoTtowVni^o'eit «OT(X'e v\ATi'd'V.>aeQ!^ 
i "WhicU <;overB -vbafc ^%a Qiuca*.WSR\A\ 



TH« WAY, THE TRUTB, AND THE LIFE. 



And from his hand, his voice, his smile, 
Divides me for a little while. 
Thou, Saviour, mark'st the tears I shed ; 
For Thou didst weep o'er Lazarus dead. 

And, O I when I have safely passed 
Through every conflict but the last ; 
Still, still unchanging, watch beside 
My dying bed, for Thou hast died ; 
Then point to realms of cloudless day. 
And wipe the latest tear away ! 

B. GRANT. 
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A SHEPHERD. 



D.S.M. 



I WAS a wandering sheep, 
I did not love the fold; , 
I did not love my Shepherd's voice, 

I would not be controlled. 

I was a wajnvard child, 

I did not love my home, 
I did not love my Father's voice, 

I loved afar to roam. 

The Shepherd sought His sheep, 

The Father sought His child; 
Tliey followed me o'er vale and hill, 

O'er deserts waste and wild. 

They found me nigh to death, 

Famished, and faint, and lone ; 
They bound me with the bands of love. 

They saved the wandering one. 

Jesus my Shepherd is ; 

Twas He that loved my soul, 
'Twas He that washed me in His blood, 

'Twas He that made me whole. 

'Twas He that sought the lost, 

That found the wandering sheep ; 
'Twas He that brought me to the fold, 

Tis He that still doth keep. 

I was a wandering sheep, 

1 would not be controlled. 
But now I love my Shepherd's voice, 

1 love, I love the fold ! 

I was a wayward child, 

I once preferred to roam ; 
Ent now I love my Father's voice, 

I love, I love His home I 

H. BONAR. 



Every lamb is sprinkled 
With the blood He shed; 

Then on each He setteth 
His own secret sign,— 

"They that have ^ly Spirit, 
"These," saith He, "are Mine. 

Jesus is our Shepherd ; 

Guarded by His arm, 
Though the wolves may raven. 

None can do us harm ; 
When we tread death's valley. 

Dark with fearful gloom, 
We will fear no evil, 

Victors o'er the tomb. 
; Jesus is our Shepherd; 

With His goodness now 
And His tender mercy 

He doth us endow. 
Let us sing His praises 

With a gladsome heart. 
Till in heaven we meet Him, 

Never more to part. 

H. STOWELL. 
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6.5.6.5. double. 



JESUS is our Shepherd, 
Wiping every tear; 
Folded in His bosom, 

What have we to fear? 
Only let us follow 

Whither He doth lead. 
To the thirsty desert. 
Or the dewy mead. 

2 Jesus is our Shepherd ; 

Well we know His voice. 
How its gentlest whisper 

Makes our heart rejoice ; 
Even when He chideth. 

Tender is His tone : 
None but He shall guide us ; 

We are Hie alone. 

3 Jesus Is oar Shepherd ; 
For the sheep He bled ; 



7.6.7.6. double. 

OJESU ever present, 
O Shepherd ever kind. 
Thy very name is music 

To ear, and heart, and mind. 
It woke my wondering childhood 

To muse on things above ; 
It drew my harder manhood 
With cords of mighty love. 

How oft to sure destruction 

My feet had gone astray, 
Wert Thou not, patient Shepherd, 

The Guardian of my way ! 
How oft, in darkness fallen. 

And wounded sore by sin. 
Thy hand has gently raised me. 

And healing balm poured in ! 

O Shepherd good, I follow 

Wherever Thou wilt lead; 
No matter where the pasture. 

With Thee at hand to feed. 
Thy voice, in life so mighty, 

In death shall make me bold ; 
O bring my ransomed spirit 

To Thine eternal fold! 

L. TUTTIETT. 



THE WAY, THE TRUTH, AND THE 
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LIGHT ! whose beams illumine all. 
From twilight dawn to perfect day. 
Shine Thou before the shadows fall 
That lead our wandering feet astray ; 
At mom and eve Thy radiance pour. 
That youth may love, and age adore. 

2 O Way ! through whom our souls draw 
near 
To yon eternal home of peace. 
Where perfect love shall cast out fear. 
And earth's vauv tavV ^sA ^^(svisscw*, \ 



D OWIOBB OP OHBIST. 



3 O Tnitb \ before wbc"e [ilirine wfl l^ow. 
Thou prtcelcM pcml lor all ^J™ '"^'r; 

Tnm Thou onr darknom Into Unbl. 
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TtTKuiBjuol climb tlioUea'f Ely Blecpt 
Ti To brms tbo Lurd Christ down ; 



5 O Ligbt 1 O Waj 1 o "^^ J^O J 
GlTe Thou Thypeaoo in deftilllHt atilf e, 
Shed Thou Thy avXm on BtormiBst 

iord of the Uvini{' mirl Iho' ilcad ' 
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Q THOU Brest IVlena to all tl 
And call t'^ btothien forth from wiul 



O IxhtI iina Bayiour of ua »11, i 

WlmlE'Er our name or rign. ! 

Wb own Thy awBj, wo hna- Thy ealL | 

Wo fatatlj beat, we dluily aeq, 
In dilforing phtnae wo laay : 

But, dim or ol^ar. wo own In TTiee 
Tlw IJto, the Tnitii, tha WaJ. 

LIGHT or THE WOKLD. 
223 

\J CljrUt, the true, the only Lifthi 
Ttlliinph o'er the Htadas d night; 



ThehoUert know ; Light, lAle, and Wa> 
And thej ^l™ea«it hope, and Jeepesl 
Toil bfSe LlKht, Life, Wn J, which Till." 
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rrVHOU art the W^ : hy Th«^alono 



'S 


."iS™™»i.S 


Th™ 
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s. 
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I Th mart the WeyjthaTrulMbeU 

3!/iMt TruCb to tan, (hat tlfe to 
Wbaea Joy* ateaai Daw. 



Till Thy meroy'a bemna I bm : 



224 

Jj Borden on Ihe ihadea ol 

On our de^iab iliirkD«» rbc : 
aoattciliig ftU the uJKht of nature. 
Pouring day upon our eye*. 



Brery poor benlghteil heart. 



THE HOLY SPIRIT. 



3 Save us in Thy great compassion, 

O Thou Prince of Peace and Love ; 
Give the knowledge of salvation ; 

Raise our hearts to things above ; 
By thine all-sufScient merit, 

Every burdened soul release ; 
Every weary, wandering spirit 

Guide into Thy perfect peace. 

"WESLEY.* 
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OUR EXAMPLE. 



L.M. 



HOW shall I follow Him I serve? 
How shall I copy Him I love? 
Nor from those blessed footsteps swerve, 
Which lead me to His seat above? 

a Privations, sorrows, bitter scorn. 
The life of toil, the mean abode. 
The faithless kiss, the crown of thorn, 
Are these the consecrated road? 

3 'Twas thus He suffered, thon^^ a Son, 
Foreknowing, choosing, feeling all, 
Until the perfect work was done. 
And drunk the bitter cup of gaU. 

4 Lord, should my path through suffering 

lie. 
Forbid it I should e'er repine ; 
Still let me turn to Calvary, 
Nor heed my griefs, remembering Thine. 

5 O let me think how Thou didst leave 
Untasted many a pure delight, 

To fas^ to faint, to watch, to grieve 
The toilsome day, the homeless night ; 

To faint, to grieve, to die for me ! 
Thou camest not Thy^i^ to please ; 
And, dear as earthly comforte be. 
Shall I not love Thee more than these? 

7 Tes I I would count them all but loss, 
To gain the notice of Thine eye ; . 
Flesh shrinks and trembles at the cross, 
But Thou canst give the victory. 

J. CONDKR. 
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LORD, as to Thy dear cross we flee, 
And plead to be forgiven, 
So let Thy life our pattern be. 
And form our souls for heaven. 

2 Help us, through good report and ill. 

Our daily cross to bear ; 
Like Thee to do our Father's will, 
Our brethren's grief to share. 

3 Let grace our selfishness expel, 

Our earthliness refine. 
And kindness in our bosoms dwell, 
As free and true as Thine. 

4 Shouldf riends misjudge, or foes defame. 

Or brethren faithless prove. 
Then like Thine own, be all our aim. 
To conquer them by love. 

5 Kept peaceful in the midst of strife, 

Forgiving and forgiven, 
O may we lead the pilgrim's life, 
And follow Tbee to heaven. 

J. H. aURMEY. 
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L.lf. 

MY dear Redeemer and my Lord, 
I read my duty in Thy word; 
But, in Thy life, the law appears 
Brawn out in living characters. 

2 Such was Thy truth, and such Thy zeal, 
Such deference to Thy Father's will, 
Such love, and meekness so divine, 

I would transcribe and make them mine. 

3 Cold mountains and the midnight air 
Witnessed the fervour of Thy prayer ; 
The desert Thy temptation knew, 
Thy conflict and Thy victory too. 

4 Be Thou my pattern ; make me bear 
More of Thy spracious image here : 
Then God the Judge shall own my name 
Amongst the followers of the Lamb. 

WATTS. 
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TfTTELA-T grace, O Lord, and beauty 

T T shone 

Around Thy steps below; 
What patient love was seen in all 

Thy life and death of woe. 

2 For ever, on Thy burdened heart 

A weight of sorrow hung; 
Yet no ungentle, murmuring word 
Escaped Thy silent tongue. 

3 Thy foes might hate, despise, revile, 

Thy friends unfaithful prove ; 
Unwearied in foMfiveness still. 
Thy heart could only love. 

4 O give us hearts to love like Thee, 

Like Thee, O Lord, to grieve 
Far more for others' sins, than all 
The wrongs that we receive. 

5 One with Thyself, may every eye, 

In us. Thy brethren, see 
The gentleness and grace that spring 
From union, Lord, with Thee. 

B. DENNY. 



TJ/£ HOLY SPIRIT. 
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L.M. 

COME,gracious SPlAiT.heavenlyDove, 
With light and comfort from above; 
Be Thou our Guardian, Thou oar Guide, 
O'er every thought and step preside. 

2 The light of truth to us display. 
And make us know and choose Thy way; 
Plant holy fear in every heart, 
That we from God may ne'er depart. 

3 Lead us to holiness, the road 
That we must take to dwell with God ; 
Lead us to Christ, the living way. 
Nor let us from His pastures stray. 

4 Lead us to God, our final rest^ 
Li Has eio^oyuvwiXi Vi\5fe\3i'B^\ 



\ 



230 



6.6.4.6.6.6.4. 

COME. Holy GhoBt, in love. 
Shed on ug from above 
Thine own bright ray : 
Divinely good Thou art, 
Thy sacred gifts impart 
To gladden each sad heart; 
O come to-day! 

Come, tenderest Friend, and b«st, 
Our most delightful Guest, 

With soothing power; 
Kest which the weary know. 
Shade mid the noontide-glow. 
Peace when deep griefs o'erflow ; 

Cheer us this nour ! 

Come, Light serene and still, 
Our inmost bosoms fill ; 

Dwell in eafih breast ; 
We know no dawn but Thine ; 
Send forth Thy beams divine. 
On our dark souls to shine. 

And make us blest. 

Exalt our low desires. 
Extinguish passion's fires, 

Heal every wound; 
Our stubborn spirits bend, 
Our icy coldness end. 
Our devious steps attend, 

While heavenward bound! 

Come, all the faithful bless ! 
Let all who Christ confess 

His praise employ; 
Give virtue's rich reward, 
Victorious death accord. 
And with our glorious Lord 

Eternal joy! 

KINO ROBERT IT. OP FRANCE, 

trans, ray palmer. 
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S.M. 



COME, Holy Spirit, come ; 
Let Thy bright beams arise ; 
Dispel all sorrow from our minds, 
All darkness from our eyes. 

Convince us of our sin; 
Then lead to Jesus' blood : 
And to our wondering view reveal 
The secret love of God. 

Revive our drooping faith : 
Our doubts and fears remove ; 
And kindle in our breasts the flame 
Of never-dying love. 

Tis Thine to cleanse the heart. 
To sanctify the soul, 
To pour fresh life through every part, 
And new create the whole. 

Dwell therefore in our hearts. 
Our minds from bondage free ; 
Then we shall know and praise and love 
The Father, Son, and Thee. 

J. HART. 
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YOME. Holy Spirit, from the throne 
0/ the Eternal God t 
<^coyw0 and make my heart Thy own, 
^ajr temple and abode, 
so 



2 Take of the things of Christ my Lord 

And show them unto me; 
That I ma^ comprehend Thy word. 
And all its beauties see. 

3 Thy quickening energy disulay. 

Thou know'st my inward strife : 
Kindle my darkness into day, 
My deadness into life. 

4 Subdue each vain, impure desire. 

Each tendency to sin ; 
And make me, by Thy hallowed fire. 
All glorious within. 

5 Under Thy guidance may I live, 

Thy constant aid implore; 
With gratitude that aid receive. 
Nor sin against Thee more. 

J. TYERS. 

COME, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 
With all Thy quickening powers, 
Kindle a flame of sacred love 
In these cold hearts of ours. 

2 Look how we grovel here on earth. 

Fond of these trifling toys ; 
Our souls forget their heavenly birth, 
And miss eternal joys. 

3 In vain we tune oiu: formal songs, 

In vain we strive to rise ; 
Hosannas languish on our tongues. 
And our devotion dies. 

4 Dear Lord, and shall we ever live 

At this poor dying rate? 
Our love so faint, so cold to Thee. 
And Thine to us so great? 

5 Come, Holy Spirit, heavenly Dove, 

With all Thy quickening powers. 
Come, shed abroad the Saviour's love, 
And that shall kindle ours 

WATTS.* 
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C1OME to our poor nature's night, 
f With Thy blessed inward light. 
Holy Ghost, the Infinite, 
Comforter Divine. 

2 We are sinful— cleanse us, Lord : 
Sick and faint— Thy strength afiford; 
Lost— until by Thee restored. 

Comforter Divine. 

3 Orphans are our souls, and poor ; 
Give us from Thy heavenly store 
Faith, love, joy for evermore. 

Comforter Divine. 

4 Like the dew Thy peace distil ; 
Guide, subdue our wayward will. 
Things of Christ unfolding still, 

Comforter Divine. 

3 Gentle, awful, holy Guest, 
Make Thy Temple in each breast; 
There Thy presence be confessed. 
Comforter Divine. 

6 With us, for us, intercede, 
And vritih voVce\es& ^Q«A:vci^ "^Voajl 
Out \xnnfcteTa\Aft \ic«k<V, 



7 In US, '*Abha, Father," cry; 
Earnest of our bliss on high ; 
Seal of immortality, 

Comforter Divine. 

8 Search for us the depths of Clod I 
Upwards, by the starry road. 
Bear us to Thy hi^h abode. 

Comforter Divine. 

O. BAWSON. 
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CREATOR Spirit, by whose aid 
The world's foundatioas first were 
laid, 
Come, visit every pious mind ; 
Come, pour Thy joys on human kind ; 
From sm and sorrow set lis free^^ 
And make Thy temples worthy Thee 

2 Thou strength of His almighty hand. 
Whose power does heaven and earth 

command. 
Thrice holy Fount, thrice holy Fire, 
Our hearts with heavenly love inspire ; 
Come, and Thy sacred unction bnng. 
To sanctify us whiJe we sing. 

3 Plenteous of grace, descend from high. 
Rich in Thy sevenfold energy ; 

Give us Thyself, that we may see 
The Father and the Son by Thee ; 
Make iis eternal truths receive. 
And practise all that we believe. 

4 Immortal honour, endless fame. 
Attend the Almighty Father's name ; 
The Saviour-Son be glorified. 

Who for lost man's redemption died ; 
And equal adoration be. 
Eternal Pakaclete. to Thee! 

LATIN BYMN, traus. DRY DEN.* 
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ENTHRONED on high. Almighty 
Lord, 
The Holy Ghost send down ; 
Fulfil in us Thy faithful word. 
And all Thy mercies crown. 

Though on our heads no tongues of fire 
Their wondrous powers impart ; 

Grant. Saviour, what we more desire, 
Thy Spirit in our heart. 

Spirit of life and light and love f 
Thy heavenly influence give : 

Quicken our spirits from above. 
That we in Christ may live. 

To our benighted souls reveal 

The glories of His grace ; 
And bring us where no clouds conceal 

The brightness of His face. 

His love within us shed abroad. 

Life's ever-sprmging well; 
Till God in us, and we in God, 

In lovo eternal dwell. 

T. HAWEIS 



a O keep our faith alive. 
Help us to watch and pray ; 
Lest by our carelessness we drive 
The sacred guest away I 

3 How can we bear to lose 
Our best and kindest friend. 

Life, health, and happiness refuse, 
And joys that never end 1 

4 Lord, make us wholly Thine ; 
And in our hearts of stone 

Let grace with purer lustre shine. 
To mark us for Thine own. 

W. H. BATHUBST. 

238 

GRACIOUS Spirit. dweU with me i 
I myself would gracious be : 
And with words that help and heal. 
Would Thy life in mine reveal ; 
And with actions bold and meek. 
Would for Christ my Saviour, speak. 

2 Truthful Spirit, dwell with me ! 
I myself would truthful be ; 
And with wisdom kind and clear, 
Let Thy life in mine appear ; 
And with actions brotherly, 
Speak my Lord's sincerity. 

Tender Spirit, dwell with me ! 
1 myself would tender be ; 
Shut my heart up like a flower. 
In temptation's darksome hour; 
Open it when shines the sun. 
And his love by fragrance own. 

Silent Spirit, dwell with me I 

I myself would (luiet be. 

Ouiet as the growing blade 

Which through earth its way has made : 

Silently, like morning light. 

Putting mists and chills to flight. 

Mighty Spirit, dwell with me I 
I mvself would mighty be ; 
Mighty so as to prevail 
Where, unaided, man must fail ; 
Ever, by a mighty hope, 
Pressing on and bearing up. 

Holy Spliit. dwell with me I 

I myself would holy be ; 

Separate from sin. I would 

Choose and cherish all things good ; 

And. whatever I can be. 

Give to Him who gave me Thee. 

T. T. LYNCH. 
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FORBID it. Lord, that we, 
Who from Tby band receive 
Tbo Spirits power to make us free, 
tihoald e'er that Spirit grieve 



239 



78 



HOLY Spirit, from on high. 
Bend on us "a pitying eye ; 
Animate the drooping heart. 
Bid the power of sin depart. 

t Light up every dark recess j 

Of our heart's ungodliness ; j 

Show us every devious way. 
Wliere our steps have gone astray. 

\ Teach us with repentant grief | 

Humbly to implore relieC *. \ 

X\\ OUT vVtev iiX's.t^afc^^'^'^^- 
»^ee^ «tto«» ««^\^^ ^"^^^ ^ ^ 
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THE HOLT BPIBIT. 



Make us feel that Christ alone 
Can for human guilt atone. 

"5 May we daily grow in grace, 
And pursue the heavenly race. 
Trained in wisdom, led by love, 
Till we reach our rest above. 

W. H. BATHUKST. 
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How shall the mighty God, 
Whom heaven cannot cont&in, 
A temple and a fit abode 
Within me ever gain? 

2 Come, Spirit of the Lord! 
Teacher and Heavenly Guide I 

Be it according to Thy word: 
In my poor heart reside. 

3 Enter, O Holy Ghost! 
Pervade this soul of mine ; 

In me renew Thy Pentecost ; 
Reveal Thy power divine. 

4 Make it my highest bliss 
Thy blessed fruit to bear, 

Thy joy, love, peace, and gentleness, 
Goodness and faitn to share. 

5 Let me in deepest fear 
Thy holiness to grieve. 

Walk in the Spirit, even here, 
And in the Spirit live. 

6 Now let me live in Thee, 
My inner life of love ; 

Bo best shall I preparing be 
For perfect life above. 

G. KAWSON. 
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LORD God, the Holy Ghost, 
In this accepted hour. 
As oh the day of Pentecost. 
Descend in all Thy power ! 

2 We meet, with one accord. 
In our appointed place, 

And wait the promise of our Lord, 
The Spuit of all grace. 

3 Like mighty rushing wind 
Upon the waves beneath. 

Move with one impulse every mind. 
One soul, one feeling breathe. 

4 The young, the old, inspire 
With wisdom from above ; 

And give us hearts and tongues of fire, 
To pray, and praise, and love. 

5 Spirit of light I explore 
And chase our gloom away ; 

With lustre, shining more and more 
Unto the peifect day. 

6 Spirit of truth 1 be Thou 
In life and death our guide ; 

O Spirit of adoption, now 
May we be sanctified ! 

J. MONXaOMEBT. 
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f) HOLY Ghost, who down dost come, 
^ To make etacb contrite heart Thy 
borne. 
On me descend, within me dwell, 
■^wy souJ renew, my Bin expel I 



2 Spirit of Truth I who makeet YxnAt 
All souls that long for heavenly Tight, 
Appear, and on my darkness shine; 
Descend, and be my Guide divine. 

3 Spirit of Power ! whose might doth dwell 
Full in the souls Thou lovest well. 
Unto this fainting heart draw near. 
And be my daily Quickener. 

4 Spirit of Joy ! who makest glad 
Each broken heart by sin made sad. 
Pour on this mourning soul Thy cheer; 
Give me to bless my Comforter. 

5 O tender Spirit ! who doet moom 
Wheneer from Thee Thy people turn. 
Give me each day to grieve lliee less, - 
Enjoy my fuller faithfulness : 

6 Till Thou Shalt make me meet to bear 
The sweetness of heavens holy air. 
The light wherein no darkness is. 
The etenuJ, overflowing bllra 1 

T. H. OILL 

243 

OUB blest Redeemer, ere He breathed 
His tender last farewell, 
A Guide, a Comforter bequeatiied 
With us to dwell. 

3 He came sweet influence to impart, 
A gracious, willing Guest, 
Where He can find one humble heart 
Wherein to rest. 

3 And His that gentle voice we hear. 

Soft as the breath of eyen. 
That checks each fault, that calma 
each fear, 
And speaks of heaven. 

4 And every virtue we possess. 

And every victory won, i 

And every thought of holiness, 
Are His alone. 

5 Spirit of purity and grace, 

Our weakness, pitying, see ; 
O make our hearts Thy dwelUng-place, 



8.684. 



And meet for Thee 1 



H. AUBER. 
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SPIRIT Divine ! attend our prayers. 
And make our hearts Thy home ; 
Descend with all Thy gracious powers, 
O come, great Spirit, come I 

2 Come as the h'ghir— to us reveal 

Our emptiness and woe ; 
And lead us in those paths of life 
Where all the righteous go. 

3 Come as the fire— and purge our hearts 

Like sacrificial flame; 
Let our whole soul an offering be 
To our Redeemer's name. 

4 Come as the dew— and sweetly bless 

This consecrated hour; 
May barrenness rejoice to own 
Thy fertilising power. 

5 Come 8A tihQ (\,Qive— «ai<\ v^t«bA> Thy 

I "W\tlgB, 

The vnnea ol v^w^**^"^'^''*^*' 



THE HOLT SPIRIT. 



And let Thy church on earth become 
Blest as the church aboye. 

Come as the wind— with rushing sound 

And Pentecostal grace ; 
That all of woman bom may see 

The glory of Thy face. 

Spirit Divine ! attend our prayers, 
Make a lost world Thy home; 

Descend with all Thy gracious powers, 
O come, great Spirit, come ! 

A. BEED. 
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[PntlT of holiness, descend; 
Thy people wsut for Thee ; 
Thine ear in kind compassion lend ; 
Let us 1^ mercy see. 

2 Behold! Thy weary churches wait 

With wistful longing eyes ; 
Let us no more be desolate; 
O bid Thy light arise 1 

3 Thy light, that on our souls hath shone. 

Leads us in hope to Thee ; 
Let us not feel its rays alone ; 
Alone Thy people be. 

4 O bring our dearest firiends to €k>d ; 

Remember those we love ; 
Fit them on earth for Thine abode ; 
Fit them for joys above. 

5 Spirit of holiness ! 'tis Thine 

To hear our feeble prayer ; 
Come, for we wait Thy power divine, 
Let us Thy mercy share I 

S. F. SMITH. 

^rxO 10. 10. 10. 10. 

TO Thee, Creator Spirit, now we flee, 
Benewerof our hearts in righteous- 
ness; 
Fulness of blessing comes alone from 

Thee; 
Imbue us wholly with Thy power and 
grace. 

2 Thou art- we hail the great and glorious 

word— 
The CoMFOBTER, to man inmercy given, 
Who dost anoint and seal us for the 

L(Mrd; 
Thou art to us the certain pledge of 

heaven. 

3 O shine upon us with the truth's pure 

light ; 
Kxcite within the warm glow of love ; 
Equip our wearied spirits for the fight ; 
In weakness, give us courage from above. 

4 The joy of confidence to us impart, 
That peace of €rod the world can never 

Know * 
The flame of strife suppress in every 

heart. 
And mutual love abundantly bestow. 

5 Thy shining track, O may we mark full 

well. 
Guided by Tbee pursue the heavenly 
road; 



O Spirit of our God! within us dwell. 
Thy temples make us, Thy beloved 
abode! 

▲. W. BCHLEGEL, tratlS. J, 8AUSBVKV. 
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To Thee, O Comforter Divine, 
For all Thy grace and power benign, 
Sing we AUeluia! 

2 To Thee, whose faithful voice doth win 
The wandering from the ways of sin. 

Sing we Alleluia ! 

3 To Thee, whose faithful newer doth heal, 
Enlighten, sanctify, and seal, 

Sing wo Alleluia! 

4 To Thee, whose faithful truth is shown 
By every promise made our own. 

Sing we Alleluia! 

5 To Thee, our Teacher and our Friend, 
Our faithful Leader to the end. 

Sing we Alleluia! 

6 To Thee, by Jesus Christ sent down, 
Of all His gifts the sum and crown. 

Sing we Alleluia! 

F. B. HAVEBGAL. 

248 

WHEN God of old came down from 
heaven. 
In power and wrath He came; 
Before His feet the clouds were riven. 
Half darkness and half flame. 

2 But when He came the second time. 

He came in power and love ; 
Softer than gale at morning prime 
Hovered His Holy Dove. 

3 The fires that rushed on Sinai down 

In sudden torrents dread, 
Now gently light, a glorious crown. 
On every sainted head. 

4 And as on Israel's awe-struck ear 

The voice exceeding loud. 
The trump that angels quake to hear. 
Thrilled from the deep, dark cloud ; 

5 So, when the Spirit of our God 

Came down His flock to find, 
A voice from heaven was heard abroad, 
A rushing, mighty wind. 

6 It fills the Church of God ; it fills 

The sinful world around; 
Only in stubborn hearts and wills 
No place for it is found. 

7 Come Lord I come Wisdom, Love, and 

Power! 
Open our ears to hear ; 
Let us not miss the accepted hour ; 
Save, Lord, by love or fear ! 

J. EEBLE. 
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2 Here may the wretched sons of want 

Kxhaustless riches find ; 
Riches above what earth can grant, 
And lasting as the mind. 

3 Here the fair tree of knowledge grows. 

And yields a free repast; 
Sublimer sweets than nature knows 
Invite the longing taste. 

4 Here the Redeemer's welcome voice 

Spreads heavenly peace around ;' 
And life and everlasting joys 
Attend the blissful sound. 

5 O may these heavenly pages be 

My ever dear delight! 
And still new beauties may I see, 
And still increasing light ! 

6 Divine Instructor, gracious Lord! 

Bo Thou for ever near ; 
Teach me to love Thy sacred word, 
And view my Saviour there ! 

A. STEELE. 



I'd call them vanity and lies. 
And bind the Gospel to my heart 

WATTS. 



CM. 
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TAMP of our feet, whereby we trace 
-i Our path when wont to stray ; 
Stream from the fount of heavenly grace, 
Brook by the traveller's way :— 

2 Bread of our souls, whereon wo feed. 

True manna from on high ; 
Our guide and chart, wherein we read 
Of realms beyond the sky. 

3 Pillar of fire through watches dark, 

And radiant cloud by day ; 
When waves would whelm our tossing 
bark, 
Our anchor and our stay. 

4 V/ord of the everlasting Gotl, 

Will of His glorious Son, 
Without thee how could earth be trod. 
Or heaven itself be won? 

5 Lord, grant us all aright to learn 

The wisdom it imparts ; 
And to its heavenly teaching turn 
With simple, child-like hearts ! 

B. BARTON. 
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LORD. I have made Thy word my 
choice, 
My lasting heritage : 
Inhere shall my noblest powers rejoice. 
My wannest thoughts engage. 

2 I'll read the histories of Thv love. 

And keep Thy laws in sight; 
While through the promises I rove 
With ever fresh delight. 

3 'Tis a broad land of wealth nnknoiro, 

Where springs of life arise. 
Seeds of immortal bliss are sown. 
And hidden glory lies. 

4 The best relief that mourners have, 

It makes their sorrows blest ; 
And bids them look beyond the grave, 
To an eternal rest! 

WATTS.* 
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IET everlasting glories crown 
-i Thy head, my Saviour and my Lord ; 
Thy hands have brought salvation down. 
And writ the blessings in Thy word. 

2 What if we trace the globe around. 
And search from Britain to Japan? 
'J'here shall be no religion found 
So just to God, so safe to man. 

3 In vain the trembling conscience seeks 
Some solid groimd to rest upon ; 
With long despair the spirit breaks. 
Till we apply to Christ alone. 

4 How well Thy blessc^d truths agree ! 
J How wise and holy Thy commands! 

Thy promises, how firm they be ! 
IIow 6rm our hope and comfort stands ! 

S Should all the forma that men devise 
Assault my faith vrith treacherous art, 
S4 



L.M. 

OGOD ! who didst Thy will unfold 
In wondrous modes to saints of old. 
By dream, by oraclCj, or seer, — 
Wilt Thou not still Thy people hear? 

2 What though no answering voice is 

heard. 
Thine oracles, the written word, 
Oounsel and guidance still impart, 
Responsive to the upright heart. 

3 What though no more by dreams is 

shown 
That futxure things to God are known ; 
Enough the promises reveal ; 
Wisdom and love the rest conceal. 

4 Faith asks no signal from the skies 
To show that prayers accepted rise. 
Our Priest is in the holy place. 
And answers from the throne ox grace. 

5 No need of prophets to inquire ; 
The Sun is risen ; the stars retire : 
The Comforter is come, and sheds 
His holy imction on our heads. 

6 Lord, with this grace our hearts inspire; 
Answer oiur sacrifice by fire; 

And by Thy mighty acts declare 
Thou art the God who heareth prayer. 

J. CONDER. 
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OWORD of Gou incarnate ! 
O Wisdom from on high ! 
O Truth unchanged, imchangingi 

O Light of our dark sky ! 
We praise Thee for the x^idianco 
That from the hallowed page, 
A lantern to oiu: footsteps. 
Shines on from age to age. 

2 The church from her dear Master 
B-eceiveA \.Vve c\t\. ^Vriw^i, 
And BtVU «tta\. \vtfci\. ^^e \\l\.<i,"eb. 
O'ct aW ttxe eajrt^v \« f^\i\Aft. 



[t Is the ^Iden caahet. 

When ffoaa of tmtlu ara at( 
It it tbfl heaTeo-dnwapictnrq 

Of Oliriit the UTint Void. 
It Oostctb like a, burner 



atiil Buide. O Christ, to 'ihee- 

. O make Thy churcb, dear SaTlouI, 

A larap of bunitobad gold. 

Tby true li|^t <• of old: 
O tf/ich Ti^ itaDdfvliic bUsilms 
Br Ibia tbeir path to fact. 



Til] glory breaJiB imon my view 
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"n/'E limit not tbs tiutli of God 
Within out hearts be itiirea.- 
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J. In ererj itar Thy wisdom oblDM ; I I'liiTct 



iua^nB,tiong 
the uea tin 
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80 whfD Thy tnitb beoaji Lta rac«. 
It touched ejid glanced on erery land 
f Kor BhaU Tliy apreadinsgogpel rat. 
Till Chiongh the iroSd1%y truth h& 



Thy goBoel niaface 



«, Thy Judj^euU tight. 



Precepts and ta^emiua el 



ret mote li«bt and Ir 



I T" comprehend Thj lota: 

FT.!., t .-^ hath yet more liffht ftTHi truth 
Ie forth from His word. 



r/II£ GOSPEL CALL. 

258 g.5 

A RT tliou ivcaiy, stt then taniul 



i\i»4eai, aa wow 



rSw*>^ Bat Dsrer set. 1^ That H.i» \>ioi lAjm 

/ J iet orarfMBoe Ujiofa bs Thine. \ ■\e&. acn>wn\ni'm 



7 Pinding, foUDWioff. knepins, atruffgluiB, 

259 

BEHOLD n Stranger st tlio door. 
He e^itly kQaoks-hu kasoiie'l 

Has waileJ luDi ; Id walUog BtJU; 
4 Admit Him. ere K\e hde« ham. 
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Dumnifnl hhiIb, he glad: 



?m^ sinuenij boa 
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pOHE, eUmera, to bhs gospel Caul, 

Sent br onr Lord, on ion WB call. 
Tho Inyilnliou ta to all; 



ThAt pKckiiu, Mt4dlLjtf wKrlfioe 1 
Ana Iraelj no* be aarod toy (ctaoc. 
Tbii IB the time : no more delaj I 
TliJB Ih tbn glorlaqB ^spQl day; 



Otioi ttanbiiabh no anduf. 



Thn foe 1« stem and s«r. 
Tbo fiiAt li flutse and lone; 



THE GOSPEL CALL. 
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COME, ye sinners, poor and wretched. 
Weak and wounded, sick and sore ; 
Jesus ready stands to save you, 
Full of pity joined with power. 

He IS able; 
He is willing; doubt no more. 

2 Let not conscience make you linger, 

Nor of fitness fondly dream ; 
All the fitness He requireth 
Is to feel your need of Him ; 

This He gives you; 
'Tis the Spirit's rising beam. 

3 Come, ye weary, heavy laden. 

Bruised and broken by the Fall; 
If you tarry till you're better. 
You will never come at all ; 

Not the righteous. 
Sinners, Jesus came to calL 

4 Agonizing in the garden, 

Lo! your Saviour prostrate lies; 
On the bloody tree behold Him ; 
Hear Him cry before He dies, 

' It is finished/' 
Finished, the great sacrifice. 

5 Lo ! the Incarnate God, ascended. 

Pleads the merit of His blood; 
Venture on Him, venture wholly, 
Let no other trust intrude; 

None but Jesus 
Can do helpless sinners good. 

J. HABT. 

^04 78. 

TIIROM the cross uplifted high, 
" Where the Saviour deigns to die, 
What melodious sounds I hear, 
Bursting on my ravished ear 1 
Love's redeeming work is done; 
Come and welcome, sinner, come i 

2 Sprinkled now with blood the throne, 
Why beneath thy burdens groan? 
On my piercdd body laid, 

Justice owns the ransom paid. 
Bow the knee, and kiss the Son ; 
Come and welcome, sinner, come 1 

3 Spread for thee the festal board. 
See with richest dainties stored; 
To thy Father s bosom pressed, 
Yet again a child confessed. 
Never from His house to roam. 
Come and welcome, sinner, come! 

4 Soon the days of life shall end ; 
Lo, I come, your Saviour, friend, 
Safe your spirit to convey 

To the realms of endless day. 

Up to my eternal home. 

Come and welcome, sinner, come ! 

T. HAWEia. 
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TESTIS calls ns o'er the tumult 
O Of our life's wild restless sea ; 
Day by day His sweet voice soundetb, 
Saying, 'Christian, follow Me.' 

2 Jesaa cdUs as from the won^ip 
Of the vain world's golden store. 



78. 



From each idol that would keep us. 
Saying, 'Christian, love Me more.' 

3 In our joys and in our sorrows. 

Days of toil and hours of ease, 
Still He calls, in cares and pleasures, 
' Christian, love Me more tnan these.' 

4 Jesus calls us : by Thy mercies, 

Saviour, may we hear Thy call ! 

Give our hearts to Thy obedience. 

Serve and love Thee best of all. 

C. F. ALEXANDER. 
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• "PSSUS, sinners will receive;' 
^ Say this word of grace to all 
Who the heavenly pathway leave. 
All who linger, all who fall ; 
This can bring them back again, 
' Christ receiveth sinful men.' 

2 Sick and sorrowful and blind, 
I, with all my sins, draw nigh; 
O my Saviour, Thou canst find 
Help for sinners such as I ; 
Speak that word of love again, 
'Christ receiveth sinful men.' 

3 Yea, my soul is comforted;' 
For Thy blood hath washed away 
All my sins, though crimson-red. 
And I stand in white array, 
Piirged from every spot and stain: 
'Christ receiveth sinful men.' 

• 

4 'Christ receiveth sinful men:' 
Even me, with all my sin ; 
Openeth to me heaven again. 
With Him I may enter in. 
Death hath no more sting nor pain ; 
' Christ receiveth sinful men.' 

NEUMEISTEB, trans. MRS. BEVAN. 1 
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LIFT up your heads, ye mighty gates ! 
Behold, the King of glory waits ; 
The King of kings is drawing near, 
The Saviour of the world is nere ; 
Life and salvation doth He bring. 
Wherefore rejoice and gladly sing! 

2 The Lord is just, a helper tried ; 
Mercy is ever at His side ; 
His kingly crown is holiness; 
His sceptre, pity in distress: 
The end of all oiu: woe He brings. 
Wherefore the earth is glad and sings. 

3 Fling wide thp portals of your heart. 
Make it a temple set apart 
From earthly use, for heaven's employ. 
Adorned with prayer, and love, and joy : 
So ^all your Sovereign enter in. 
And new and nobler life begin. 

4 Redeemer, come ! I open wide 
My heart to Thee ; here, Lot^ i&fcvi&^ 
Let. me TVmvfc va»Kt ^t«6.«ds» ^'*^^» 
Thy nttce «bA. \on«i m ^saa 'teH'ws^N 
Thy TloVs «.vVtv\. «o5iekft^^Jf^v >^ 



8s. 



c. -WTOaasKi*^ tran». o. 
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In lowly putlmcB waiting 
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To'heop Hliu'itiiodiSK"^^'!'' 




'"iS?io?^a.'^»''ilS'Siir.L . 


"l-'i;/-. \' ■ i ., 1 u'l^J''*''™' 


And Ihonu Tbr brew encircle. 


^ Hlt blu»i mhnWtints nu rnute 


And teui Thy fun bare luurciL 
O lore tblLt pu4eth knowledge. . 


11aiHl»E End coTcrty rleplan ; 
No itebt but Jot*, ImrafnBelj ithiI, 
And ios tltu diu with tbo AAt 

' GodlCl^UhBlliilttbd^Mppa'o'^und 


O^shi'rtl.Vhath no c'uy, ^ 
3 O Jou, ThM^^^t^pWmE, 1 




WbVtl'Si^h BMraS J^">h.ll ran 


O lSird7"i^I'>h«oiB and smmw 1 




We open now the door: , 
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D™r Sa.lonr, on(«. enter. ^ 1 


Hdic, liuDen, noma vltkoat dels;. 
And jeok Ihe Burtoui'l («8, 
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HN Jordin'i b&nV the BnptlBt'i ct7 ' 
\J AnnounMl Ihut the IfllH is nlsli: i 


' ^TsBvlSur'SSft^'^!'" 


Awikke. ind heuhen ( for he brings , 


ThoTwby rilSSd ym dciy* 


Gl»l tidings or the KIDK or kinn. 




1 Now i> the Bcnv»d Un:« : 


' MBke'eSdah't tho^f'^'God'wl'thio: , 


^ ThcOoii»]bU!>;oa>^onie: 


Prepare we lo our lieirts n home. 


Aud ciery pmmiio In Hli Foid 


Where Buch a mighty Giat may come, i 


Dcola™, ■Theio yet is ttKiin.- 


) Tor Thou art our SidviiUou, Lord. 




;to Rilug.. and our gr»t H™«d: 
Like Oowera'tGrwi^trlnd 3™$'. 
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And bid the follen ilnnw Hand: 
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Birth''™ ^'lo'.«tojJ!*^tISJ! ' 


Poor >LiinBr. hMden not thy hearl ; 
Tbm woaLtal tif "™l, wV not to 




; An praiia. O ftaHour Chriil. lo Tb«, 


WhoH Advent doth ThT people free: '■ 


" To u^^iiy'i^la^tUini^iI'*; 




Thle L» IhH time. O tben he wiae ! 




Tliuu noulilst be Bsved. wliy sot to- 
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■21 aaA'JM: Si „,.,». 

Thou itould.1 bu .a»ed, wbj out to 


Beck ye Va« Suiloor's eleuulng blood. 


* llhM'uonBw. noiraSuldiElitV"' 
O try tUe life Bhlot Cliriallaiu Uiel 
Tbou H'ouldit be uiinl. why uoi lit 


I 8b7 not. ye cannot oome, 
Hhould eter be denied. 


night I 




Mi>Ji ta (ia nvir* of gnce begun ; 


-Til (!od vouchulo tn uU, 
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Seek now the SaTioUr's cleansing blood, 
Repent— believe— obey. 

o. M. DOAKE. 

2T 4 I..M. 

RETURN, O wanderer, return, 
And seek an injured Father's face ; 
Those warm desires that in thee bum 
Were kindled by reclaiming grace. 

e Return, O wanderer, return. 
And seek a Father's melting heart ; 
His jpitying eyes thy grief discern. 
His band shall heal thy inward smart. 

3 Retium, O wanderer, rctiurn, 
Thy SaTiour bids thy spirit live; 
(>o to His bleeding feet, and learn 
How freely Jesus can forgive. 

4 Rctium, O wanderer, return. 
And wipe away the falling tear; 
'Tis God who says, "No longer mourn ;" 
'Tis mercy's voice invites tbee near. 

W. B. COLLY ER. 

275 8.,. 

SOULS of men ! why will ye scatter 
Like a crowd of frightened sheep? 
Foolish hearts! why will ye wander 
From a love so true and deep? 

2 It is God: His love looks mighty, 

But is mightier than it seents ; 
'Tis our Father, and His fondness 
Goes far out beyond our dreams. 

3 There's a wideuess in God's mercy. 

Like the wideuess of the sea: 
There's a kindness in His justice, 
Which is more than liberty. 

4 But we make His love too narrow, 

By false limits of our own; 
And we magnify His strictness 
With a zeal He will not own. 

5 There is no place where earth's sorrows 

Are more felt than up in heaven ; 

There is no place where earth's failings 

Have such kindly judgment given. 

6 For the love of €rod is broader 

Than the measures of man's mind ; 
And the heart of the Eternal 
Is most wonderfully kind. 

F. W. FABEB. 



5 Pining souls ! come nearer Jesus ; 

And, oh, come not doubting thus. 
But with faith that trusts more bravely 
His huge tenderness for us. 

6 If our love were but more simple. 

We should take Him at His word; 
And our lives would be all sunshine 
In the sweetness of our Lord. 

F. W. FABER. 
2lT CM. 

THE Saviour calls, let every ear 
Attend the heavenly sound; 
Ye doubting souls, dismiss your fear, 
Hope smiles reviving round. 

2 For every thirsty, longing heart, | 

Here streams of bounty tiow. 
And life and health and bliss impart, ' 
To banish mortal woe. 

3 Ye sinners, come ! 'tis mercy's voice ; , 

The gracious call obey ; j 

Mercy invites to heavenly joys ; i 

And can you yet delay? i 

4 Dear Savioiur, draw reluctant hearts. 

To Thee let sinners fly, i 

And take the bliss Thy love imparts. 
And drink, and never die. 

A. STEELE. 
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WAS there ever kindest shepherd, 
Half so gentle, half so sweet. 
As the Saviour who would have us 
Come and gather round His feet? 

3 l^ere is welcome for the sinner. 
And more graces for the good ; 
There is mercy with the Saviour, 
There is healing in His blood. 

3 There is plentiful redemption 

In the blood that has been shed; 
There is joy for all the members 
In the sorrows of the Head. 

4 There is grace euongh for thousands 

Of new worfrls as great as this ; 
There ia room tor treab creations 
In th»t upper home of bliss. 



TO-DAY Thy mercy calls us 
To wash away our sin. 
However great our trespass. 
Whatever we have been : 
However long from mercy 

Our hearts have turned away. 
Thy precious blood can cleanse us. 
And make us white to-day. 

2 To-day Thy gate is open. 

And all who enter in 
Shall find a Father's welcome. 

And pardon for their sin. 
The past shall be forgotten, 

A present joy be given, 
A future grace be promised, 

A glorious crown in heaven. 

■^ To-day our Father calls us ; 

His Holy Spirit waits ; 
The blessdd angels gather 

Around the heavenly gates : 
No question will be asked us 

How often wc have couic ; 
Although wo oft have wandered. 

It is our Fathers home! 

4 O all-embracing mercy! 

O ever-open door! 
What should we do without Thee 

When heart and eye run o'er? 
When all things seem against us, 

To drive us to despair, 
We know one gate is open. 

One ear will near our prayer ! 

O. ALLEN. 
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2 The present moment flies. 
And bears our life away ; 

O make Thy servants truly wise, 
That they may live to-day ! 

3 Since on this wingdd hour 
Eternity is hung. 

Waken, by Thine almighty power, 
The aged and the young. 

4 One thing demands our care; 
O be it still pursued! 

Lest, slighted once, the season fair 
Should never be renewed. 

5 To Jesus may we fly, 
Swift as the morning light. 

Lest life's young golden beams should 
die 
In sudden, endless night. 

I>ODDRII>OE. 
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WBAIIY souls that wander wide 
From the central i)oint of bliss. 
Turn to Jesus crucified, 
Fly to those dear wounds of His : 
Wash in His atoning blood, 
Rise into the life of God. 

2 Find in Christ the way of peace, 
Peace unspeakable, unknown : 
By His pam He gives you ease. 
Life by His expiring m>an : 
Kisc, exalted by His fall. 

Find in Christ your all in all. 

3 O believe the record true, 

God to you His Son hath given ! 
Ye may now be happy too ; 
Find on earth the life of heaven: 
Live the life of heaven above, 
All the life of glorious love. 

WESLEY.* 
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ELCOME, welcome ! sinner, Lear ! 
Hang not back through shame or 
fear; 

Doubt not, nor distrust the call ; 
Mercy is proclaimed to alL 

2 Welcome to the offered peace; 
Welcome, prisoner, to release ;— 
Bxurst thy bonds jbe saved ; be free ; 
Rise and come— He calleth thee. 

3 Welcome, weeping penitent; 
Grace has made thy heart relent ; 
Welcome, long-estrangdd child; 
God in Christ is reconciled. 

4 All ye weary and distrest. 
Welcome to relief and rest I 
All is ready : hear the call. 
There is ample room for all. 

5 O the virtue of that price, 
That redeeming sacrifice ! 

Come, ye bouj?ht, but not with gold ; 
Welcome to the sacred fold ! 

J. CONDEK. 
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'HAT could yp\xt fiedeemer do. 
More than He bath done for you 



To procure your peace with God, 
Could He more tnan shed Hla blood? 
If your death were His delight, 
Would He you to life invite? 
Would He ask, beseech, and en, 
"Why will you resolve to die? 

a Sinners, turn, while Ck>d in near: 
Dare not think Him insincere: 
Now, even now, your Saviour stands; 
All day long He spreads His hands. 
Cries, *'Ye will not happv be I 
No, ye will not come to Me! 
Me, who life to none deny ; 
Why will you resolve to die?" 

3 Can ye doubt if God is love. 
If to all EUs mercies move? 
Will ye not His word receive? 
Will ye not His oath believe? 
See ! yomr suffering Lord appears ! 
Jesus weeps I— believe His tears! 
Mingled with His blood, they cry, 
•• Why will you resolve to die?" 

WESLEY.* 

2oo ex. 

HEN some kind shepherd tiom the 
fold 

Has lost .a straying sheep. { 

Through vales, o'er hills, ne uudoiu 
roves, I 

And climbs the mountain's ste^. 

2 But O the joy, the transport sweet, ! 

When he the wanderer finds 1 
Up in his arms he takes his charge, 
And to his shoulder binds. i 

3 Homeward he hastes to tell his joys, i 

And make his bliss complete : 
The neighbours hear the news, and all 
The joyful shepherd greet. 

4 Yet how much greater is the joy 

When but one sinner turns. 
And with a humble, broken heart. 
His sins and errors mourns 1 

5 Pleased with the news, the saints below 

In songs their tongues employ; 
Beyond the skies the tidings go^ 
And heaven is filled with joy. 

6 Angels rejoice in louder strains. 

And seraphs feel new fire; 
"A sinner lost is foimd," they sing. 
And strike the soimding lyre. 

J. NEEDHAJC 
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"ITE heavy-laden souls, 
X With guilt and fear opprest. 
Come! for the great Redeemer calls. 
And calls to give you rest. 

2 However great your load. 
Or heavy he yoiu: grief, 

Come to the blessOd Son of Grod, 
And you shall find relief. 

3 Why hesitate and doubt, 
Why so reluctant seem? 

When did He shut a sinner out 
That eveT casno \o 'B^ml 

He BlaxiCi& wWan o^^tk «xina« 
Inviting ftViineiM'^oxa«\ 
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PENITENCE. 



His voice contains a thousand charms, 
And every charm says, 'Cornel' 

Come, then, without delay, 
And enter into rest ; 
With gratitude His voice ob^, 
And be for ever blest! 

S. DEACON, 



CM. 
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'"E wretched, hungry, starving poor, 
Behold a royal feast! 
Where mercy spreads her bounteous 
store 
For every humble guest. 

2 See Jesus, stands with open arms. 

He calls, He bids you come; 
Guilt holds you back, and fear alarms, 
But see, tnere yet is room :— 

3 Boom in the Saviour'^ bleeding heart ; 

There love and pity meet ; 
Nor will He bid the soul depart 
That trembles at His feet. 

4 O come ! and with His children taste 

The blessings. of His love; 
While hope attends the sweet repast 
Of nobler joys above. 

5 There, with united heart and voice, 

Before the eternal throne. 
Ten thousand thousand souls rejoice, 
In ecstasies unknown. 

6 And yet ten thousand thousand more 

Are welcome still to come : 
Ye longing souls, the grace adore: 
Approach, there yet is room 1 

A. STEELE. 
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COME, let us to the Lord our God 
With contrite hearts return; 
Our God is gracious, nor will leave 
The desolate to mourn. 

2 His voice commands the tempest forth, 

And stills the stormy wave ; 
And though His arm be strong tc 
smite, 
'Tis also strong to save. 

3 Long hath the night of sorrow reigned ; 

The dawn shaU bring us light ; 
God shall appear, and we shall rise 
With gladiiess in His sight. 

4 Our hearts, if God we seek to know, 

Shall know Him and rejoice ; 
His coming like the mom shall be, 
Like morning songs His voice. 

5 So shall His presence bless our souls. 

And shed a joyful light ; 
Thskt hallowed mom shall chase away 
The aozrowB of the night. 

J. MOBJ&ISON. 
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HEAL me. O my Saviour, heal; 
Heal me as I suppliant kneel ; 
Heal me, and my pardon seaL 

2 Fresh the wounds that sin hath made ; 
Hear the prayers I oft have prayed. 
And in mercy send me aid. 

3 Helpless, none can help me now; 
Cheerless, none can cheer but Thou ; 
Suppliant, Lord, to Thee I bow. 

4 Thou the true Physician art; 
Thou, O Christ, canst heeJth impart. 
Binding up the bleeding heart. 

5 Other comforters are gone; 
Thou canst heal, and Thou alone. 
Thou for all my sin atone. 

6 Heal me, then, my Saviour, heal ; 
Heal me, as I suppliant kneel ; 

To Thy mercy I appeal, g. thrino. 

^lOO x<.M. 

JESUS, the sinner's Friend, to Thieej 
Lost and undone, for aid I flee ; 
Weary of earth, myself, and sin. 
Open Thine arms and take me in. 

2 Pity and heal my sin-sick soul ; 

'Tis Thou alone canst make me whole ; 
Fallen, till in me Thine image shine. 
And lost I am, till Thou art mine. 

3 At last I own it cannot be 

That I should fit myself for Thee : 
Here, then, to Thee I all resign. 
Thine is the work, and only Thme. 

{ What shall I say Thy grace to move? 
Lord, I am sin, but Thou art love : 
I give up every plea beside. 
Lord, I am lost,— but Thou hast died ! 

WESLEY.* 
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LORD, I hear of showers of blessing, 
Thou art scattering full and free: 
Showers the thirsty land refreshing ; 
Let some droppings fall on me. 

Even me, even me. 
Let some droppings fall on mo. 

2 Pass me not, O gracious Father ! 

Sinful though my heart may be ; 
Thou might'st leave me, but the ratiier 
Let Thy mercy light on me— 
Even me, &c. 

3 Pass me not, O tender Saviour ! 

Let me live and cling to Thee ; 
I am longing for Thy favour : 
Whilst Thou'rt calling, O call me— 
Even me, &c. 

4 Pass me not, O mighty Spirit ! 

Thou canst make the bund to see ; 
Witnesser of Jesu's merit I 
Speak the word of power to me— 
Even me, &c. 

5 Pass me not. Thy lost one bringing. 
Bind my hearty O Lotdu, to Tbsyiv 



•^yvy 7.7.7- 

LORD, in this Thy mercy's day, 
Ere it pass for aye away, 
Hear ns, as to Thee we pray. 

s Lord, on us Thy Spirit pour, 
Kneeling lowly at the door, 
Ere it close for evermore. 

3 By Thy night of agony, 
By Thy supplicating cry. 
By Thy willingness to die, 

4 By Thy tears of bitter woe 
For Jerusalem below, 

Let us not Thy love forego. 

5 Grant us 'ueath Thy wings a place, 
Lest we lose this day of grace 
Ere we shall behold Thy face. 

I. WILLIAMS. 
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lUTY God (O let me call Thee mine ! 
lYl Weak, wretched sinner though I 

be), 
My trembling soul would fain be Thine ; 
My feeble faith still clings to Thee 

2 Not only for the past I grieve, 
'J'he future fills me with dismay ; 
Unless Thou hasten to relieve, 
Thy suppliant is a castaway. 

I 3 I cannot say my faith is strong, 
I dare not hope my love is great; 
But streneth and love to Thee belong ; 
O do not leave me desolate ! 

I 4 I know I owe my all to Thee ; 
O take the heart I cannot give ! 
Do Thou my strength— my Saviour be, 
And make me to Thy glory live. 

A. BRONT^. 
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MY sins, my sins, my Saviour ! 
How Had on Thee they fall. 
Seen through Thy gentle patience, 

I tenfold feel them all ! 
I know they are forgiven. 

But still their pain to me 
Is all the grief and anguish 
They laid, my Lord, on Thee. 

2 My sins, my sins, my Saviour! 

Their guilt I never knew. 
Till with Thee in the desert 

I near Thy passion drew; 
Till with Thee in the garden 

I heard Thy pleading prayer, 
And saw the sweat-drops bloody 

That told Thy sorrow there. 

3 My sins, my sins, my Saviour! 

They take such hold on me, 

To look up I'm not able. 

Save only, Christ, to Thee : 

In Thee is all forgiveness, 

Jj3 Thee abundant grace, 

My shadow and my sunshine 

The hrightDeea of Thy face. 

^ J. a. B. AfONSELL. 
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OLOED, turn not Thy face aw^ 
From them that lowly lie, 
Lamenting sore their sinful life I 

With tears and bitter cry. 

2 Thy mercy-gates are open wide 

To them that mourn their sin; 
O! shut them not against us, Lord, { 
But let us enter in. ' 

3 We need not to confess our fatdt, | 

For surely Thou canst teU : 
What we have done, and what we are, 
Thou knowest very welL 

4 Wherefore to beg and to entreat 

With tears we come to Thee, 
As children that have done amiss 
Fall at their father's knee. 

5 And need we, then, O Lord, repeat 

The blessing which we crave, 
When ITiou dost know, before we speak, 
The thing that we would have? 

6 Mercy, O Lord, mercy wo ask, 

This is the total sum ; 
For mercy, Lord, is all our prayer; 
O let Thy mercy come ! 

J. MARDLEY and R. HEBER. 
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OPPRESSED with shi and woe, 
A burdened heart I bear; 
Opposed by many a mighty foe. 
Yet will I not despair. 

12 With this polluted heart 
I dare to come to Thee, 
Holy and mighty as Thou art. 
For Thou wilt pardon me. 

3 I feel that I am weak. 
And prone to every sin ; 

But Thou who giv'st to those who seek. 
Wilt give me strength within. 

4 I need not fear my foes; 
I need not yield to care ; 

1 need not sink beneath my woes, 
For Thou wilt answer prayer. 

5 In my Redeemer's name, 
I give myself to Thee ; 

And, all unworthy as I am. 
My God will welcome me. 

A. BRONT£. 
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SAVIOUR, when in dust to Thee 
Low we bow the adoring knee ; 
When, repentant, to the skies 
Scarce we lift our weeping eyes ; 
O ! by all Thy pains and woe, 
Suffered once lor man below. 
Bending from Thy throne on high, 
Hear otu* solemn Litany I 

2 By Thy helpless infant years, 
By Thy life of want and tears, 
By Thy days of sore distress 
In the savage wilderness. 
By the dread Tuvsterious hour 
Of the \nau\ti\UK \«nvvA«t'a -^joviw. 
Turn, O \ turn a tttvoxMcVma «s«» 
Hear our BoVeum lAlaovs \ 
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3 By the sacred grief that wept 

O er the grave where Lazarus slept ; 
By the boding tears that flowed 
Over Salem's loved abode; 
By the anguished sigh that told 
Treachery lurked within Thy fold! 
From Thy seat above the sky, 
Hear our solemn Litany i 

4 By Thine hour of dire despair, 
By Thine agony of prayer ; 

By the cross, the nail, the thorn. 
Piercing spear and torturing scorn ; 
By the gloom that veiled the skies 
O'er the dreadful sacrifice. 
Listen to our humble cry ; 
Hear our solemn Litany ! 

5 By Thy deep expiring groan ; 
By the sad sepulchral stone; 
By the vault, whose dark abode 
Held in vain the rising God; 

O ! from earth to heaven restored. 
Mighty re-ascended Lord, 
Listen, listen to the cry 
Of our solemn Litany! 

B. GRANT. 



5 And when, redeemed from sin and hell. 
With all the ransomed throng I dwell, 
My raptured song shall ever be, 
* God has been merciful to me ! ' 

C. ELVEN. 
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SINFUL, sighing to be blest. 
Bound, and longing to be free ; 
Weary, waiting for my rest ; 
*'God he merciful to me I" 

Holiness I've none to plead, 
Sinfulness in all I see; 
1 can only bring my need : 
*' God be merciful to me! ' 

Broken heart and downcast eves 
Dare not lift themselves to Thee, 
Yet Thou canst interpret sighs : 
•* God he merciful to me ! " 

There is One beside the throne, 
And my only hope and plea 
Are in Him, and Him alone: 
"God he merciful to me I" 

He my cause will undertake, 
My interpreter will be ; 
He's my all, and for His sake, 
•' God he merciful to me I " 

J. S. B. HOKSELL. 



CM. 



297 



li.M. 

WITH broken heart and contrite sigh, 
A trembling sinner, Lord, I cry ; 

* Thy pardoning grace is rich and free ! ' 
' O God, be merciful to me 1 ' 

I I smite upon my troubled breast. 
With deep and conscious guilt opprest— 
Christ and His cross my only plea; 
•O God, be merciful to me!' 

I Far off I stand with tearful eyes, 
Nor dare uplift them to the skies ; 
But Thou dost all my anguish see ; 

* O God, be merciful to me ! ' 

\ Nor alms, nor deeds that I have done, 
Can for a single Bin atone ; 
To Calvary alone I flee : 
'O Godf be aerpifizj to m^i' 



AH ! whither should I go. 
Burdened, and sick, and faint? 
To whom should I my troubles show. 
And pour out my complaint? 

2 My Saviour bids me come; 
Ah! why do I delay? 

He calls the weaiy sinner home ; 
And yet from Him I stay 1 

3 What is it keeps me back, 
From which I cannot part, — 

Which will not let the Saviour take 
Possession of my heart? 

4 Jesus, the hindrance show, 
Which I have feared to see ; 

Yet let me now consent to know 
What keeps me back from Thee. 

5 Searcher of hearts, in mine 
Thy trying power display ; 

Into its darkest comers shine. 
And te^e the veil away ! 

WESLEY. 
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APPROACH, my soul, the mercy- 
seat, 
Where Jesus answers prayer ; 
There humbly fall before His feet, 
For none can perish there. 

i Thy promise is my only plea ; 
With this 1 venture nigh: 
Thou callest burdened souls to Thee, 
And sucb, O Lord, am I. 

3 Bowed down beneath a load of sin. 

By Satan sorely pressed, 
By wars without, and fears within, 
I come to Thee for rest. 

4 Be Thou my shield and hiding-place, 

That, sheltered near Thy side, 
I may my fierce accuser face. 
And tell him. Thou hast died. 

5 O wondrous love ! to bleed and die. 

To bear the cross and shame, 
That guilty sinners, such as I, 
Might plead Thy gracious name ! 

J. NEWTON. 
300 L.M. 

BESET with snares on evenr hand. 
In life's uncertain path I stand ; 
Saviour divine ! diffuse Thy light. 
To guide my doubtful footsteps right. 

2 Engage this roving, treacherous heart ; 
O Lord, to c\vooe.fe \Xv«i \i^\i\.^x ^^a!v.\ 
To Bconx ttie \.x\^e.% ol «. ^^ . 
For ioya \,\vaA. ^oiva taxv VaJ^a •aw'a.^. 

3 Then let. ttcie viVl^e^X. %\«^ ST^^"^'^*- 
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No fatal shipwreck shall I fear, 
But all my treasures with me bear. 

4 If Thou, my Jesus, still be nigh, 
Cheerful I live, and joyful die ; 
Secure, when mortal comforts flee. 
To find ten thousand worlds in Thee. 

DODDRIDGE.* 
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DID Jesus die, but not for me ? 
Am I forbid to seek my God? 
Is there not pardon rich and free 
Proclaimed through Jesus' precious 
blood? 

2 Who then shall drive my trembling soul 
From Thee, my God, to black despair? 
Who has surveyed the sacred roU, 
And found my name not written there? 

3 Presumptuous tiiought 1 to fix the 

bound* 
To limit merojr's sovereign reign: 
What other happy souls have found, 
I'll seek, nor shall I seek in vain. 

4 Were the black list before my sight, 
While I remember Thou hast died, 
'Twould only urge my speedier flight. 
To seek salvation at Thy side. 

5 Lord, at Thy feet Til cast me down, 
To Thee reveal my guilt and fear ; 
And, if Thou spurn me from Thy throne, 
I'll be the first who perished there! 

B. CRUTTENDBN. 

302 

ITEAL us, Emmanuel, we are here 
XI Waiting to feel Thy touch : 
Deep-wounded souls to Thee repair, 
And, Saviour, we are such. 

2 Our faith is feeble, we confess. 

We faintly trust Thy word ; 
But wilt Thou pity us the less? 
Be that far from Thee, Lord! 

3 Remember him who once applied 

With trembling for relief; 
" iMrd, I believe, with tears he cried, 
"O help my unbelief /" 

4 She too. who touched Thee in the press, 

And healing virtue stole. 
Was answered, " Daughter, go in peace ; 
Thy faith hath made thee xchole." 

5 Concealed amid the gathering throng. 

She would have shunned Thy view ; 
And, if her faith was firm and strong. 
Had strong misgivings too. 

C Like her, with hopes and fears w€ 
come. 
To touch Thee, if we may : 
O send us not despairing home, 
Send none unhealed away I 

COWPER. 
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7 BRING my aim to Thee, 
TAe sins I cannot count, 
T^at all may cJeanBdd be 
In Tby ooce opened fount, 



I bring them. Saviour, all to Thee, 
The burden is too great for me. 

My heart to Thee I bring. 

The heart I cannot read ; 
A faithless, wandering thing, 
An evil heart indeed. 
I bring it. Saviour, now to Thee, 
That fixed and faithful it may be. 

To Thee I bring my care, 

The care I cannot flee. 
Thou wilt not only share, j 

But bear it all for me. ' 

loving Saviour, now to Thee 

1 bring the load that wearies me. 

I bring my grief to Thee, 

The grief I cannot tell ; 
No words shall needed be. 

Thou knowest edl so well. 
I bring the sorrow laid on me. 

suffering Saviour, now to Ttxee. 

5 MyiojB to Thee I bring. 
The joys Thy love hath given. 

That each may be a wing 
To lift me nearer heaven. 

1 bring them. Saviour, all to Thee, 
For Thou hast pmrchased all for me. 

6 My life I bring to Thee, 

1 would not be my own ; 

Saviour, let me be 
Thine ever, Thine alone. 

My heart, my life, my all I bring 
To Thee, my Saviour and my King! 

F. R. HAVERQAL. 
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IOOULD not do -without Thee. 
O Saviomr of the lost ! 
Whose precious blood redeemed me 

At such tremendous cost ; 
Thy righteousness. Thy ]>ardon. 

Thy precious blood must be 
My only hope and comfort. 
My glory and my plea ! 

2 I could not do without Thee ! 

1 cannot stand alone, 

I have no strength or goodness, 

No wisdom of my own ; 
But Thou, belovdd Saviour, 

Art all in all to me, 
And weakness will bepowcr 

If leaning hard on Thee. 

3 I could not do without Thee I 

For, O I the way is long, 
And I am often weary, 

And sigh replaces song; 
How could I do without Thee? 

I do not know the way ; 
Thou knowest, and Thou leadest, 

And wilt not let me stray. 

4 I could not do without Thee, 

Jesus, Saviour dear ! 
E'en when my eyes are holden, 

1 know that Thou art near ; 
How dxe«t7 axv(\. Y^ow \otic1j 

Th\B chaAB«bal \M« -^wcraXa \m 

'Wlt\iOU^ tYie sw«c^ QamTDLvaQikicnv, 

The aecnrat t«i^ lAOx *I\m«\ 
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5 I could not do without Thee, 

For years are fleeting fast. 
And soon in solemn loneness 

The river must be passed; 
But Thou wilt never leave me. 

And though the waves roll high, 
I know Thou wilt be near me, 

And whisper, "It is I." 

T. B. HAYEROAL. 
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I HEARD the voice of Jesus say, 
"Come unto Me and rest; 
Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

Thy head upon My breast." 
I came to Jesus as I was. 

Weary, and worn, and sad ; 

I found in Him a resting-place, 

And He has made me glad. 

2 I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
" Behold, I freely give 
The living water ; thirsty one. 

Stoop down, and drink, and live." 
I came to Jesus, and I drank 

Of that life-giving stream ; 
My thirst was quenched, my soul re- 
vived, 
And now I live in Him. 

i I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
"I am this dark world's Light; 
Look unto Me, thy mom shiJl rise, 
And all thy day be bright." 

1 looked to Jesus, and I found 
In Him my Star, my Sun; 

And in that Light of life Til walk 
Till travelling dajrs are done I 

H. BOKAR. 
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I LAY my sins on Jesus, 
The spotless Lamb of God, 
He bears them all, and frees us 

From the accursdd load : 
I bring my guilt to Jesus, 

To wash my crimson stains 
White in His blood most precious. 
Till not a spot remains f 

2 I lay my wants on Jesus, 

All fulness dwells in Him ; 
He healeth my diseases, 

He doth my soul redeem ; 
I lay my griefs on Jesus, 

My burdens and my cares, 
Ho from them all releases. 

He all my sorrows riiares. 

3 I rest my soul on Jesus, 

This weary soul of mine. 
His rij^t hand me embraces, 

I on His breast recline ; 
I love the name of Jesus, 

Immanuel. Christ, the Lord; 
Like fragrance on the breezes, 

His name abroad is poured. 

4 I long to be like Jesus, 

Meek, loring, lowly, mild ; 
J Jong to be like Jesus, 
The Fatber'a Holy Child I 



I lon^ to be with Jesus, 
Amid the heavenly throng. 

To sing with saints His praises, ' 
To learn the angels' song. 

II. BONAB. 
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IN full and glad surrender, 
I give myself to Thee, 
Thine utterly and only, 
And evermore to be. 

a O Son of God who loVst me, 
I vidll be Thine alone ; 
And all I have, and all I am. 
Shall henceforth be Thine own ! 

3 Beign over me. Lord Jesus ! 

O make my neart Thy Uironc I 
It shall be Thine, dear Saviour, 
It shall be Thine alone. 

4 O I come and reign, Lord Jesus ; 

Rule over everything! 
And keep me always loyal. 
And true to Thee my King ! 

r. R. HAVEROAL. 
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I NEED Thee, precious Jesus, 
For I am fidl of sin : 
My soul is dark and guilty, 
My heart is dead within. 
I need the cleansing fountain, 

Where I can always flee. 
The blood of Christ most precious, 
The sinner's perfect plea. 

2 I need Thee, precious Jesus, 

For I am very poor; 
A stranger and a pilgrim, 

I have no earthly store. 
I need the love of Jesus 

To cheer me on my way. 
To cheer my doubting footsteps, 

To be my strength and stay. 

3 I need Thee, precious Jesus, 

I need a friend like Thee, 
A friend to soothe and pity, 

A friend to care for me. 
I need the heart of Jesus 

To feel each anxious care, 
To tell my every trouble, 

And all my sorrows shars. 

4 I need Thee, precious Jesus, 

And hope to see Thee soon. 
Encircled with the rainbow. 

And seated on Thy throne ; 
There, with Thy blood-bought children, 

My joy shall ever be. 
To sing Thy praise. Lord Jesus, 

To gaze, my Lord, on Thee ! 

F. WHITPIELD. 
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TE8US, I will trust Thee, trust Thee 
^ with my soul; 
Guilty, lost, and helpless, Thou canst 
make m« \tYwc:k\<&. 
There \a vvoxve Vcv V'eari^iv <st «t>.«»aJ<iB. 

\aieT\xee\ , _ .,__^ 

tote, "Lcftfi*., icx \si^. 
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5 Lo ! glad I come : and Thou, blest 

Lamb, 
Shalt take me to Thee as I am! 
My sinful self to Thee I give ; 
Nothing but love shall I receive. 

6 Then will I tell to sinners round 
What a dear Saviour I have found ; 
I'll point to Thy redeeming blood, 
And say, "Behold the way to God!" 

J. CKNJSriCK.* 
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JUST as I am— without one plea, 
But that Thy blood was shed for me, 
And that Thou bidd'st me come to Thee, 
O Lamb of God, I come! 

3 Just as I am— and waiting not 
To rid my soul of one dark blot; 
To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each 
spot, 
O Lamb of God, I come! 

3 Just as I am— though tossed about 
With many a conflict, many a doubt, 
Fightings and fears within, without, 

U Lamb of God, I come! 

4 Just as I am— poor, wretched, blind : 
Pight, riches, healing of the mind. 
Yea. all I need in lliee to find, 

O Lamb of God, I come! 

5 Juat as I am— Thou wilt receive. 
Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relievo ; 
Because Thy promise I believe, 

O Lamb of God, I come! 

6 Just as I am— Thy love unknown 
Has broken every barrier down,— 
Now, to be Thine, yea, Thine alone, 

O Lamb of God, I come! 

7 Just as I am— of that free love 

The breadth, length, depth, and heij^t 

to prove. 
Here for a season, then above, 
O Lamb of God, I come 1 

C. ELLIOTT. 
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LORD Jesus, think on me. 
And purge away my sin : 
From earth-born passions set me free, 
And make me pure within. 

Lord Jesus, think on me 
With care and woe oppressed; 
Let me Thy loving servant be. 
And taste Thy promised rest. 

Lord Jesus, think on me 
Amid the battle's strife : 
In all my pain and misery. 
Be Thou my health and life. 

Lord Jesus, think on me. 
Nor let me go astray : 
Through darkness and perplexity 
Point Thou the heavenly way. 

Lord Jesus, think on me, 
When blows the tempest high ; 
When on doth raah the enemy, 
Saviour, be fhou nigh ! 



6 Lord Jesus, think on me. 
That when the flood is past, 
I may the eternal brightness see. 
And share Thy joy at last. 
8YNESIU8, traits. A. W. CHATFIELD. 
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LORD, when my thoughts, delighted, ' 
rove I 

Amid the wonders of Thy love. 
The si^ht revives my drooping heart. 
And bids invading fears depart. 

2 Guilty and weak, to Thee I fly. 
On Thy atoning blood rely ; 
And on Thy righteousness depend, i 
My Lord, my Saviour, and my Friend. ■ 

3 Be all my heart, be all my days, 
Devoted to Thy single praise! i 
And let my glad obedience prove, i 
How much I owe, how much I love! ' 

A. STEELE. 
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MY faith looks up to Thee, 
Thou Lamb ot Calvary, 
Saviour divine! 
Now hear me while I pray. 
Take all my guilt away; 
O may I from this day 
Be wholly Thine ! 

2 May Thy rich grace impart 
Strength to my fainting heart, 

My zeal inspire: 
As Thou hast died for me, 
() may my love to Thee, 
Pure, warm, and changeless be, 

A living tire! 

3 While life's dark maze I tread. 
And griefs around me spread. 

Be Thou my guide ; 
Bid darkness turn to day. 
Wipe sorrow's tears away. 
Nor let me ever stray 

From Thee aside. 

4 When ends life's transient dream, 
When death's cold sullen stream 

Shall o'er me roll. 
Blest Saviour, then in love. 
Fear and distrust remove ; 
O bear me safe above, 

A ransomed soul ! 

RAY PALMER. 
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TICY heart, O God, be wholly Thine. 
ijl I would not keep it back from 

Thee; 
Nor wish to shun the grace divine, 
Which asks this humble gift of me. 

2 O take it now, and let Thy love 
For evermore within me dwell ; 
And may Thy Spirit from above 
Teach me to serve my Master well. 1 

3 Afar be evcrj \.\io\3»5gsv\. q\ wa- 
Afar "be evers nhx^ V.<i vJcra:j,\ 

To \eaA m^ xx^ v^i^ \vew^xi»^^^^^ 
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EVERLASTING Light! 
Shine graciously within; 
Brightest of all on earth that's bright, 
Come, shine away my sin ! 

2 O everlasting Truth! 
Truest of all that's true ; 

Sure guide of erring age or youth, 
Lead me and teaoh me tool 

3 O everlasting Strength I 
Uphold me in the way : 

Bring me, in spite of foes, at length, 
To joy and light and dayl 

4 O everlasting Love! 
Well-spring of grace and peace ; 

Pour down Thy fulness from above; 
Bid doubt and trouble cease ! 

5 O everlasting Rest! 

Lift ofE life's load of care; 
Relieve, revive this burdened breast. 
And every sorrow bear. 

6 Thou art in heaven our aH ; 
Our all on earth art Thou ; 

Upon Thy glorious name we call. 
Lord Jesus, bless us now ! 

H. BOKAR. 
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OFOR a single heart for God! 
, To f oUow Him alone ; 

Wholly and fully Him to serve, 
I Who did for sin atone. 

2 Whv should my heart divided be ? 
Thou art my only Lord, 
I Who didst create me, hast redeemed, 
j And wilt Thy help afford. 

i 3 I cannot serve the Lord and sin ; 
I I would decided be ; 

Though shame, reproach, and loss at- 
tend. 
By grace I will serve Thee. 

4 Unite my heart to fear Thy name, 
! Let all its powers be one; 

Let love and hope, desire and joy, 
Be fixed for Chiist alone. 

E. BICKJEIK8TETH. 
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OTHOU who hast redeemed of old, 
And bidd'st me of Thy strength 
lay hold. 
And be at peace with Thee ; 
I Help me Thy benefits to own. 
I And make me know what Tnou hast 
I done, 

O dying Lamb, for me I 

2 Vouchsafe the eye of faith to see 
The Man transfixed on Calvary, 

To know Thee, who Thou art,— 
The one eternal God and true I 
And let the sight affect, subdue. 

And break my stubbcnii heart. 

3 liover of bouIs, to rescue mine, 
Beveal the charity divine. 

That Buttered in my stead ; 



886.886. 
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That made Thy soul a sacrifice, 
And closed in death those gracious eyes. 

And bowed that sacred head. 
4 The veil of unbelief remove ; 
And by Thy manifested love. 

And by Thy sprinkled blood. 
Destroy the love of sin in me. 
And Ket Thyself the victory, 

And bring me back to God. 

"WESLEY.* 
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ROCK of aces, cfeft for me. 
Let me hide myself in Thee I 
Let the water and the blood, 
From Thy riven side which flowed. 
Be of sin the double cure. 
Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

2 Not the labours of my hands 
Can fulfil Thy law's demands ; 
Could my zeal no respite know. 
Could my tears for ever flow, 
All for sin could not atone; 
Thou must save, and Thou alone. 

3 Nothing in my hand I bring; 
Simply to Thy cross I cling ; 
Naked, come to Thee for dress ; 
Helpless, look to Thee for grace : 
Foul, I to the fountain fly ; 
Wash me. Saviour, or I die. 

\ ^ile I draw this fleeting breath. 
When my eyelids close in death, 
When I soar through ti-acts unknown, 
g«e Thee on Thy judgment-throne. 
Rock of ages, cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee! 

A. M. TOPLADY. 
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SON of God, to Thee I cry ; 
^- J?y ttie holy mystery 
Of Thy dwelling here on earth, 
By Thy pure and holy birth,- 
Lord, Thy presence let me see. 
Manifest Thyself to me ! 

2 Lamb of God, to Thee I cry * 
By Thy bitter agony, 
By Thy pangs, to us unknown, 

?^ 1^X«-®P"^**^ parting groan, - 
Lord, Thypresence let me see, 
Manifest Thyself to me ! 

3 Prince of Life, to Thee I cry ; 
By Thy glorious majesty. 
By Thy triumph o'er the grave. 
Meek to suffer, strong to save,— 
Lord, Thypresence let me see. 
Manifest Thyself to me! 

4 Lord of Glory, God most High, 
Man exalted to the sky, 
With Thy love my bosom fill ; 
Prompt me to perform Thy will : 
^enThy glory I shall see. 
Thou wilt bring me home to Thee ! 

». MANT,* 
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BEGONE, unbelief ; 
My Saviour ia near, 
And for my relief 

Will surely appear: 
By prayer let me wrestle. 

And He will perform ; 

With Christ in the vessel, 

I smile at the storm. 

Though dark be my way. 

Since He is my guide, 
Tis mine to obey ; 

'Tis His to provide ; 
Though cisterns be broken, 

And creatures all fail, 
The word He hath spoken 

Shall surely prevail. 

His love in time past 

Forbids me to think. 
He'll leave me at last 

In trouble to sink. 
He cannot have taught me 

To trust in His name, 
And thus far have lMx>ught me 

To put me to shame. 

Why should I complain 

Of want or distress, 
Temptation or pain? 

He told me no less : 
The heirs of salvation, 

I know from His word. 
Through much tribulation 

Must follow their Lord. 

; How bitter that cup, 

No heart can conceive, 
"Which He drank quite up 

That sinners might live ; 
Ilia way was much rougher 

And darker than mine ; 
Did Jesus thus snfFer, 

*And shall I repine? 

) Since all that I meet 
Shall work for my good. 
The bitter is sweet. 

The medicine food; 
Though painful at present, 
'Twill cease before long ; 
And then, O how pleasant 
The conqueror's song! 

J. NEWTON. 



4 In faith and patience is repose, . 

In faith and rest my strength shall be ; 
And. when Thy joy the church o'erflows, 
I know that it will visit me. 

A. L. WABINQ. 

336 L.M. 

BE still, my heart! these anxious,cares 
To thee ere burdens, thorns, and 
snares; 
They cast dishonour on thy Lord, 
And contradict His gracious word. 

2 When first before His mercy-seat 
Thou didst to Him thy all commit. 
He gave thee warrant, from that hour. 
To trust His wisdom, love, and power. 

3 Did ever trouble yet befall, 
And He refuse to hear thy call? 
And has He not His promise passed. 
That thou shalt overcome at last? 

\ He who has helped me hitherto. 
Will help me all my journey through ; 
And give me daily cause to raise 
New Ebenezers to His praise. 

5 Though rough and thorny be the road, 
It leads thee home, apace, to God: 
Then count thy present trials small. 
For heaven will make amends for all. 

J. NEWTON. 
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BENEATH Thy wing, O God, I rest, 
Under Thy shadow safely lie. 
By Thine own strength in peace possest. 
While dreaded evils pass me by. 

I With strong desire I here can stay 
To see Thy love its work complete ; 
Here can I wait a long delay. 
Reposing at my Saviour's feet. 

[ My place of lowly service too. 
Beneath that sheltering wing I see ; 
For all the work I have to do 

J3 doae through Btrengtheniiig trOBt] 
in Tbee. 



COMMIT thou all thy griefs 
And ways into His hands. 
To His sure truth, and tender care. 
Who earth and heaven commands; 

2 Who points the clouds their course, 
"Whom winds and seas obey; 

He shall direct thy wandering feet, 
He shall prepare thy way. 

3 Put thou thy trust in God, 
In duty's path go on ; 

Fix on His word thy steadfast eye, 
So shall thy work be done. 

4 No profit canst thou gain 
By self -consuming care; 

To Him commend thy cause, His ear 
Attends the softest prayer. 

5 He everywhere hath sway, 

And all things serve His might: 
His every act pure blessing is. 
His path, unsullied light. • 

6 Give to the winds thy fears : 
Hope, and be undismayed ; 

God hears thy sighs, and counts thy 

God shall lift up thy head. 

7 Through waves, and clouds, and 
storms. 

He gently clears thy way; 
Wait thou His time— thy darkest night 
Shall end in brightest day. 

p. QERHARDT, trOJW. J. WESLEY. 
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6 Sing, pray, and swerve not from His 
ways, 
But do thine own part faithfully ; 
Trust Ills rich promises of grace. 
So shall they be fulfilled in thee : 
God never yet forsook at need. 
The soul that trusted Him indeed. 

NEUMAKCK, tram. C. WINKWORTH. 
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•• TOOKINQ mito Jesus" 

■^ With the eye of faith, 
Telling Him our troubles, 

Hearing what He saith,— 
Like the day-spring stealing 

Through the shades of night, 
Silently it turneth 

Darkness into light. 

"Looking unto Jesuit," 

In a sweet accord 
Knitteth the disciple 

To the absent Lord: 
To our soul's complainings 

Jesus giveth heed. 
Pouring out His fulness 

Over all otu: need. 

"Looking tmto Jesus," 

In the stormy day, 
'Tis His gracious Spirit 

Cheers us on our way : 
Looking still to Jesus, 

When the storms retreat. 
He will be our shelter 

From the noontide heat! 

"Looking unto Jesus" 

From the bed of pain. 
As a suffering brother, 

Jesus will sustain. 
Looking still to Jesus, 

In the hour of death, 
Lo! "the everlasting 

Arms are underneath." 

J. CREWDSON. 
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JOBD, we know that Thou art near us, 
J Though Thou seem'st to hide Thy 
face; 
And are sure that Thou dost hear us, 
Though no answer we embrace. 

2 Not one promise shall miscarry ; 

Not one blessing come too late ; 

Though the vision long may tajry. 

Give us patience, Lord, to wait ! 

3 While withholding, Thou art giving 

In Thine own appointed way ; 
And while waiting we're receiving 
Blessings suited to our day. 

4 O the wondrous loving-kindness. 

Planning, working out of sight ! 
Bearing with us in our blindness ! 
Out of darkness bringing light. 

5 Weaving blessings out of trials; 

Out of grief evolving bliBH : 
Auswering prayer by wise denials 
ir/ieij Tby children ask amiss .' 
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6 And when faith shall end in vision. 
And when prayer is lost in praise; 
Then shall love, in full friution. 
Justify Thy secret ways. 

J. CREWDSON. 
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MY Father, it is good for me 
To trust, and not to trace; 
And wait, with deep humility. 
For Thy revealing grace. 

2 Lord ! when Thy way is in the sea, ' 

And strange to mortal sense. 
I love Thee in the mystery, 
I trust Thy providence. 

3 I cannot see the secret things 

In this my dark abode; 
I may not reach with earthly wings 
The heights and depths of God. 

4 So, faith and patience! wait awhile! 

Not doubting, not in fear ; 
For soon in heaven my Father's smile 
Shall render all things clear. 

5 Then Thou shalt end time's short eclipse. 

Its dim uncertain night; 
Bring in the grand apocalypse, 
Reveal the perfect light. 

G. RAWSON. 
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"VrOT what I am, O Lord, but what 

1^ Thou art : 

That, that alone can be my soul's true 

rest ; 
Thy love, not mine, bids fear wid doubt 

depart. 
And stills the tempest of my throbbing 

breast. 

2 Thy name is love ! I hear it from yon 

cross ; 
Thy name is lore ! I hear it from yon 

tomb ; 
All meaner love is perishable dross. 
But this shall light me through time's 

thickest gloom. 

3 Gilt with the love of God on every 

side, 
Braathing that love as Heaven's own 

healing air, 
I work or wait, still following my Guide, 
Braving each foe, escaping every snare. 

4 'Tis what I know of Thee, my Lord and 

God, 
That fills my soul with peace, my lips 

with song; 
Thou art my health, my joy, my staff, 

and rod; 
Leaning on Thee, in weakness I am 

strong. 

5 More of Thyself, O show me hour by 

hour! 
More of Thy glory -O my God and 

Lord! 
More of Thyself, in all Thy grace and 

power ; 
More ot Thy\oNettQ.(V.\.T\x\^Av^'i»xvkaAQ 

"WotOLl 
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TRUST AND PEACE. 
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BLESSED life ! the heart at rest. 
When all without tumultuous 
seems; 
That trusts a higher will, and deems 
That higher will, not mine, the best. 

3 O blessdd life ! the mind that sees,— 
Whatever change the years may brisig,— 
A mercy still in everything, 
And shming through all mysteries. 

3 O blessdd life ! the soul that soars. 
When sense of mortal sight is dim, 
Beyond the sense— beyond to Him 
Whose love unlocks the heavenly doors. 

4 O blessdd life! heart, mind, and soul 
From self-bom aims and wishes free, 
In all— at one with Deity, 

And loyal to the Lord's control. 

5 O life ! how blessdd ! how divine I 
High life, the earnest of a higher I 
Saviour, fulfil my deep desire, 
And let this blessed life be mine. 

W. T. MAXSON. 
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OFOB a faith that will not shrink, 
Though pressed by many a foe ; 
That will not tremble on the brink 
Of any earthly woe :— 

2 That will not murmnr nor complain 

Beneath the chastening rod; 
But in the hour of grief or pain, 
Can lean upon its God. 

3 A faith that shines more bright and clear 

When tempests rage without; 
That when in danger knows no fear, 
In darkness feels no doubt : — 

4 That bears unmoved the world's dread 

frown. 
Nor heeds its scornful smile ; 
That sin's wild ocean cannot drown. 
Nor its soft arts beguile. 

5 A faith that keeps the narrow way 

Till life's last spark is fled; 
And with a pure and heavenly ray 
Lights up a dying bed. 

6 Lord, give us such a faith as this, 

And then, whate'er may come, 
We'll taste, e'en here, the hallowed bliss 
Of an eternal home. 

W. H. BATHUBST; 

354 8.8.8.4. 

OLAMB of God ! that tak'st away 
Our sin, and bidd'st our sorrow 

C6&SC 

Turn Thou, O 'turn this night to day ; 
Grant us Thy peace ! 

2 The troubled world hath war without ; 
The restless wayward heart within 
Hath fear and weariness and doubt, 
And death and sin. 

3 And £&ere are needs that none can know, 
And tears no eye but Thine can aeo ; 



Hopes naught can satisfy below: 
Wo look to Thee ! 

4 Probe deep the wound if so Thou wilt, 
If pain must wake us. Purge oiur dross ; 
Help us to lay our load of guilt 

Beneath Thy cross. 

5 That wc, amid the toil and strife. 
And storms that never end below. 
Through all the change and chance of 

Ufe, 
Thy peace may know : 

6 The peace that is not ours but Thine— 
O safe and true and deathless thus !— 
'Gainst which all storms in vain com- 
bine, 

Grant, grant to us ! A. bond. 
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OLORD, how happy should we be 
If we could cast our care on Thee, 
If we from self could rest ; 
And feel at heart that One above 
In perfect wisdom, perfect love, 
Is working for the best. 

2 How far from this our daily life ! 
How oft distiu-bcd by anxious strife! 

By sudden wild alarms! 
O ! could we but relinquish all 
Our earthly props, and simply fall 

On Thine Almighty arms ! 

3 Could we but kneel and cast our load, 
E'en while we pray, upon our God ; 

Then rise with lightened cheer, 
Sure that the Father, who is nigh 
To still the famished raven's cry. 

Will hear in that we fear. 

4 liord, make these faithless hearts of ours 
Such lessons learn from birds and 

flowers ; 

Make them from self to cease. 
Leave all tilings to a Father's will. 
And taste, before Him lying still. 

E'en in affliction, peace. 

J. ANSTICE. 

356 

(\UTET, Lord, my froward heart, 
Ki, Make me teachable and mild, 
Humble, upright, free from art; v 
Make me as a little child ; 
From distrust and envy free. 
Pleased with all that pleases Thee. 

2 What Thou shalt to-day provide. 
Let me thankfully receive ; 
What to-morrow may betide. 
Calmly to Thy wisdom leave : 
'Tis enough that Thou wilt care ; 
Wny should I the burden bear? 

3 As a little child relies 
On a CMre beyond his own,— 
Knows he's neither strong not ^\aft. 

Aft m^ ¥a.\J^w, ^XM^^ *=^^?^^^^-«. 
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REJOICE, believer, in the Lord, 
Who makes your cause His own ; 
Tlio hope that's built upon His word 
Can ne'er be overthrown. 

2 Though many foes beset your road, 

And feeble is your arm. 
Your life is hid with Christ in God. 
Beyond the reach of harm. 

3 Weak as you are, you shall not faint ; 

Or fainting shall not die; 
Jesus, the strength of every saint. 
Will aid you from on hi^ i 

4 Though sometimes unperceived by sense 

Faith sees Him always near, 
A guide, a glory, a defence ; 
Then what have you to fear? 

5 As surely as He overcame, 

And triumphed once for you ; 
Bo surely you that love His name 
Shall triumph in Him too. 

J. NEWTON. 

358 S.M. 

SAY not, my soul, "From whence 
Can God relieve my care? ' 
Bemember that Omnipotence 
Has servants everywhere. 

2 God's help is always sure. 
His methods seldom guessed; 

Delay will make our pleasure pure, 
Surprise will give it zest. 

3 His wisdom is sublime. 
His heart profoundly kind ; 

God never is before His time, 
And never is behind. 

4 Hast thou assiuued a load. 
WTiich few will share with the*,— 

And art thou carrying it for God, 
And shaU He fall to see? 

5 Be comforted at heart, 
Thou art not left alone; 

Now, thou the Lord's companion art ; 
Soon, thou wilt share Bus throne. 

T. T. LYNCH. 

359 64.64.6664. 

THOU, Lord, my path shalt choose, 
And my Guide be. 
TVhat shall I fear to lose 

While I have Thee? 
This be my portion blest,— 
On my Bcdeemer's breast, 
In peaceful trust to rest; 
He cares for mel 

2 This lightens every cross. 

Cheers every ill ; 
Suffer I grief or loss, 

It is Thy will ! 
One who makes no mistake, 
Chooseth the way I take ; 
He, who can ne'er forsake, 

Holds my hand still. 

3 Sweet worda of peace and love 

Christ whiapen me: 
Bearing zny aoul above 
Life's troubled sea. 
76 



This be my portion blest,— 
On my Redeemer's breast. 
In peaceful trust to rest: 
He cares for me! 
4 Christ died my love to win, 
Christ is my tower! 
He will be with me in 

Each trying hour. 
He makes the wounded whole, 
He will my heart console, 
! He will uphold my soul 
i By His own power. 

1 s To Thee, the only Wise, 
I Whatever be, 

I will lift upmine eyes. 

Joyful in Thee. 
This be my portion blest,— 
On my Bedeemer's breast. 
In peaceful trust to rest : 
He cares for me ! 

Tran». from German. 
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THOU on^ source of true delight, 
Whom I unseen adore ; 
Unveil Thy beauties to my sight. 
That I may love Thee more. 

2 Thy glory o'er creation shines, 

But in Thy sacred word 
I read in fairer, brighter lines, 
My bleeding, dying Lord. 

3 'Tis here, whene'er my comforts droop, 

And sins and sorrows rise. 
Thy love with cheerful beams of hop« 
My fainting heart supplies. 

4 But, ah ! too soon the pleasing scene 
Is clouded o'er with pain ; 

My gloomy fears rise diurk between. 
And I again complain. 

Jesus, my Lord, my life, my light ! 

O come with blissful ray! 
Break radiant through the shades ot 
ni^t, 

And chase my fears away. 

Then shall my soul with rapture trace 
The wonders of Thy love ; 

But the full glories of Thy face 
Are only known above. 

A. STEELE. 
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THOU very present aid 
In suffering and distress. 
The soul, which still on Thee is stayed. 
Is kept in perfect peace. 

The soul in faith reclined 
On the Bedeemer's breast, 
'Mid raging storms, exults to find 
An everlasting rest. 

Sorrow and fear are gone. 
Whene'er Thy face appears : 
It stills the sighing orphan's moan. 
And dries the widow's tears. 

It hallows every cross. 
It BweetAy condotVa tsv«. 
Makes me toT«,«^ m^ «v«n Vwi^ 
And find 11x9 «ai Vn. Tt^e. 



TRUST AND PEACE. 



CM. 



5 Jesus, to whom I fly. 
Doth all my wishes fill ; 

What though created streams are dry, 
I have the fountain still. 

6 Stripped of my earthly friends, 
I find them all in One ; 

And peace, and joy that never ends, 
And heaven, in Christ begun. 

C. WESLEY.* 
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THOIT, who our faithless hearts canst 
read, 
And know'st each weakness there; 
Poor, trembling, faint, with Thee we 

Dl6£kd« 

O turn not from our prayer! 

2 We cannot grasp from hour to hour 

The truths Thy gospel saith ; 
Then aid us by Thy heavenly power, 
And so increase our faith, 

3 That we may trust Thy guardian care, 

Wben no kind hand we see; 
That we may lift our souls in pn^rer 
Undoubtingly to Thee. 

4 Help us to gaze on things unseen 

By eyes of mortal sight : 
To pierce through earth's dark veil, and 
glean 
Some beams of heavenly light. 

5 Thy glorious presence may wo see, 

When earths last tie is riven; 
In faith then trust our souls to Thee, 
Till we awake in heaven. 

J. B. BROWN. 
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TO Thee, O dear, dear Saviour, 
My spirit turns for rest, 
My peace is in Thy favour, 
My pillow on Thy breast. 
Though all the world deceive me, 

I know that I am Thine, 
And Thou wilt never leave me, 
O blessM Saviour mine! 

3 In Thee my trust abideth. 

On Thee my hope relies ; 
O Thou, whose love provideth 

For ail beneath the skies ! 
O Thou, whose mercy found me. 

From bondage set me free, 
And then for ever boimd me. 

With threefold cords to Thee ! 

3 O for a heart to love Thee 

More truly as I ought. 
And nothing place above Thee, 

In deed, or word, or thought! 
O for that choicest blessing 

Of living in Thy love. 
And thus on eartii possessing 

The peace of heaven above! 

J. S. B. MONSBLL. 
364 CM. 

\JUE bless Thee for Thy peace. O God, 
YV l>eep as the unfathomed aea. 
Which taUa like sunshine on the road 
Of tboee who truat in Thee. 



2 We ask not, Father, for repose 

Which comes from outward rest. 
If we may have through all life's woes 
Thy peace within our breast. 

3 That p6ace which suffers and is strong, 

Trusts where it cannot see. 
Deems not the trial-wa^ too long. 
But leaves the end with Thee. 

4 That peace which flows serene and deep, 

A nver in the soul. 
Whose banks a living verdure keei)— 
God's sunshine o'er the whole. 

5 O Father, give our hearts this peace, 

Whate'er the outward be, 
Till all life's discipline shall cease. 
And we go home to Thee. 

Cong. SuppUmtnt 

3do 8.8.8.4. 

TITE cannot always trace the way, 
T T Where Thou, our gracious Lord. 

dost move. 
But we can always surely say 
That Thou art Love. 

2 When fear its gloomy cloud will fling 
O'er earth, our souls to heaven above 
As to their sanctuary spring; 

For Thou art Love. 

3 When mystery shrouds our darkened 

path. 
We'll check our dread, our doubts 

reprove ; 
In this our soul sweet comfort hath, 
That Thou art Love. 

4 Yes, Thou art Love— a truth like this 
Can every gloomy thought remove, 
And turn all tears, all woes to bliss; 

Our God is Love \ 

J. BOWRINO. 
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WE walk by faith, and not by sight ; 
No gracious words we hear 
From Him who spoke as never man, 
But we believe Him near. 

2 We may not touch His hands and side. 

Nor follow where He trod; 
But in His promise we rejoice. 
And cry. My Lord and Qodl' 

3 Help Thou, O Lord, our unbelief ; 

And may our faith abound. 
To call on Thee when Thou art near, 
And seek where Thou art found. 

4 That when our life of faith is done. 

In realms of clearer light 
We may behold Thee as Thou art, 
With full and endless sight. 

H. ALFORD. 
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To Tkvee l\>TeaSti^ tsx^ ^w^^ ^S^^' 



E CHBISMAM LITE, 



ThUwonlwblLjbbuUtthe euntliuiailqr? 


370 


wa.'KJ.'.ss'i^E'si^t 




IVbo loots in lo-o "> Chriot abotc, 


ThBU my imldorWl lila i. mre ; 




His vord a Una tmmdsUan glv« ; 


J In Thee alone, dear I^i^ -a om 


Hard I3t me boild Mid ml acouro. 


Bwjol bope and conwdjitiou 1 


' wT.'™ s'ir;;;.? Ji.sr' '=^' 


Our alileld from toes, our balm tor los. 
fliir gteat and BUTB salvatUia ■■ 


Nnt deith >[»>lf, that 1«6 ar Eo«. 
aiiiOI br»k B union » ^'Ij"-^^^^^ 


■"A-a'.SS*-..™"™':;,-.-'-' 




Whilst Tbou art DHU-newlU mil (tK, 
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Thy atteaiHh abnll never 1^ ii>. 
4 Thy rrnl and staff disJl keep m ea(e. 


"tlTHEN ditltaeiiB loiij liiu relied luj 


And e>'lde our elrpa for ever: 
3(or ihadea of SeMli, nor hoU beneuli, 


And BmlilnB dnj onco morn aplffiua. 


Our wMli iraa Thee ehall aenr. 


Than, ray KoduuiBtt ! thup I find 




Tbe folly at my douHU and fears. 


Our [eet nliall stand Becurely : 


And bLnih that I ahoSi aiet Ue 


For Tbou eholt guard us anrtfr. 


Thui prona to not «. baM n pnrt. 




Oi Huboui ona bud tbouebt nt THoe 




3 n^i8t ?^";^i ^ '^Sf^'g^"*" 
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Tliat God ia lore, add cbftnee" 'int, 
IN U ne h Bhadow [ A Inn 


TV Holds the bi^lm, nnd guides tlia 








Scut to »aft mlhiouBh die deep, 




To the KRlona 








Thounh the nliote »o liopu to luid on, 




Uuly tiy rti-ort if known ; 




Yet wo fr«.'lj all abaudon. 


JL 


Led by that report sJone; 
Xnd wlth'jesus, 




Throueh tbe Iraetles* a«T move on. 




Lad by faltb, ive brave the OCMU^ ; 


U ham lud Bdt o.bh IT DM n RIB 


^I,ed by tallb, the^stomi. datj; 
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Knowluj; th&t our Lonl Is nieh : 
And t^'stS™"be^J™Him fly 






He wbo bl-b. us f DT^ord BO, 
L'aunot fwl t™ hsj to show. 


T.T.^ti^^iisi'i.'a'^.o'^':^^ 


sTrioiieh Ihe sea be deon and nide, 
TbQUEb a pMsiBQ seem flonleJ, 
TeailMI, let lid atUl Jiroeeeil. 
Sluoo tha Lot.1 rabciMie. to lead. 


"■■'^^d^tb'^^osrr,'"'"'- 

Think on toils and dangera past. 


5 what iJoitnrm theta await tis 1 




Than It la that those «ho Late 111. 






4 KlEht Tritli Km i> never nlKhl, 


On that ttauqnil, baspy "bore. 


Wban He li, tliam all Is light ; 
Whan He caila us. wbj delay' 
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Tbaj«eli»pi.y whaoW. 
5 Ba It oiin, tbcn. irhlle va'n bcia, 


Y^,^^do_t..UnjGod.thatI«n 


S5,",?'Sl!.".iT,.; 




mjn Hb bidi as, lial (o do. 


.^^,l\\^^i^,■^^•^.^.^ 







LOVE TO GOD AND CHRIST. 



2 TTr.v.'orthy ercn to approach so near, 
My soul lies trembluig like a summer 

leaf; 
Yet, O forgive ; I doubt not, though I 

fear— 
• Lord, I believe; hflp Thoii mine unbelief.' 

3 Tnie, I am weak, and i)oor, and blind 

—but then 
I know the source whence I can draw 

relief ; 
And when cast down, I still can plead 

a^in— 
'Lord, I believe: help Thov mine unbelief.' 

4 O draw me nearer— for, too far away. 
The beamings of Thy brightness arc 

too brief- 
While faith, though faintmg, still hath 

Btrcn^h to prav— 
*lLord,Ibeluve: help Thon mine unbelief ' 

J. S. B. MOMSELL. 
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LOVE TO GOD AND CHRIST. 



n. jl. 
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BLEST be Thy love, dear Lord. 
That taught us this sweet way. 
Only to love Theo for Thyself, 
And for that love obey. 

3 C> Thou, our souls' chief hope! 
We to Thy mercy fly ; 
Where'er we are, Thou canst protect, 
Whate'er we need, supply. 

3 Whether wo sleep or wake. 
To Thee we both resign ; 

By night we see, as well as day, 
If Thy light on us shine. 

4 Whether we live or die. 
Both we submit to Thee ; 

In death we live, as well as life, 
If Thine in death we be. 

J. AUSTIK. 
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DO not I love Thee, O my Lord? 
Behold my heart and see ; 
And turn each cherished idol out, 
That dares to rival Thee. 

3 Do not I love Thee from my soul? 
Then let me nothing love ; 
Dead bo my heart to every joy, 
When Jesus cannot move. 

3 Is not Thy name melodious still 

To mine attentive ear? 
Doth not each pulse with pleasure bound 
My Saviour's voice to neai ? 

4 Hast Thou a lamb in all Thy flock 

I would disdain to feed? 
Hast Thou a foe before whose face 
I fear Thy cause to plead. 

5 Would not my heart pour forth its blood 

In honour of Thy name? 
And challenge the cold hand of death 
To damp tne immortal flame? 

6 Thou know'st I love Thee, O my Lord : 

But, O ! I long to soar 
Tar from the sptkere of mortal joys. 
And Jetun to love Thee more. 

I>ODD&I1>OE. 
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nARK, my soul! it is the Lord; 
'Tia thy Saviour, hear His word; 
Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee, 
'Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou Me I 

3 *I delivered thee when bound; 
And, when bleeding, healed thy wound ; 
Sought thee wandering, set thee right, 
Turned thy darkness into light. 

3 'Can a woman's tender care 
Cease towards the child she bare? 
Yes, she may forgetful be. 

Yet will I remember thee. 

4 'Mine is an unchanging love. 
Higher than the heights above; 
Deeper than tiie depths beneath ; 
Vree and faithful, strong as death. 

5 'Thou Phalt see My glory soon. 
When the work of grace is done; 
Partner of My throne shalt be,- 
Say, poor sinner, lov'st thou Me?' 

6 Lord ! it is my chief complaint. 
That my love is weak and faint ; 
Yet I love Thee, and adore; 

O for grace to luve Thee more ! 

COWPEB. 
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I WOULD commune with Thee, my 
God; 
E'en to Thy seat I come: 
I leave my joys, 1 leave my sins, 
And seek in Thee my home. 

2 I stand upon the mount of God« 

With sunlight in my soul; 
I hear the storms in vales beneath, 
I hear the thunders roll: — 

3 But I am calm with Thee, my God, 

Beneath these glorious skies; 
And to the height on which I stand. 
Nor storms nor clouds can rise. 

I O this is life! O this is joy. 
My God, to find Thee so! 
Thy face to see. Thy voice to hear; 
And all Thy love to know. 

U. B. BUBIER. 
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TESTTS, gentlest Saviour! 
O God of might and ]^x)wer! 
Thou Thyself art dwelhng 
In Thy saints this hour. 

2 Nature cannot hold Thee, 

Heaven is all too strait 
For Thine endless glory. 
And Thy royal st^te. 

3 Out beyond the shining 

Of the farthest star. 
Thou art ever stretching 
Infinitely far. 

4 "Yet \i\ve YieaxVA ol ecsSVftx^^v 

Ana «tt© Oo^ ol ^aos^c»> 

liOVCa ^\V0 \QINJVS «VJQX. 
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THE CHBISTIAN LIFE. 



5 Jesus, gentlest Saviour ! 

Be Thou in us now ; 
Fill us full of goodness. 
Till our hearts o'erflow. 

6 Multiply our graces. 

Chiefly love and fear; 
And. dear Lord ! the chiefest, 
Grace to persevere. 

F. W. FABBR.* 
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TE8US ! I live to Thee, 

The loveliest and best : 
My life in Thee, Thy life in me, 

In Thy blest love I rest. 

3 Jesus 1 I die to Thee, 

Whenever death shall come : 
To die in Thee is life to me, 
In my eternal home. 

3 Whether to live or die, 

1 Icnow not which is best ; 
To live in Thee is bliss to mc. 

To die is endless rest. 

4 Living or dying, Lord, 
I ask but to be Thine : 

My life in Thee, Thy life in me. 
Makes heaven for ever mine. 

H. HARBAUQH. 
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JESUS, these eyes have never seen 
That radiant form of Thine ; 
The veil of sense hangs dark between 
Thy blessdd face and mine. 

a I see Thee not, I hear Thee not, 
Yet art Thou oft with me ; 
And earth has ne'er so dear a spot. 
As where I meet with Thee. 

3 Like some bright dream, that comes 

unsought, 
When slumbers o'er me roll. 
Thine image ever fills my thought. 
And chadrms my ravished som. 

4 Yet, though I have not seen, and still 

Must rest in faith alone, 
I love l^ee, dearest Lord, and will, 
Unseen but not unknown. 

5 When death these mortal eyes shall 

seal, 
And still this throbbing heart ; 
The rending veil shall Thee reveal, 
All-glorious as Thou art. 

BAY PALMER. 
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TESUS, Thy boundless love to me 
O No thought can reach, no tongue 

declare; 
O knit my thannhd heart to Thee, 
And reign without a rival there : 
J Thine, only Thine, O let me be, 
/ Aad All my heart be rapt in Thee ! 

^Mf Saviour, Thou Thy Ioyb to me, 
-"/ shame, and want, and pain hast) 
Bhowed; 
8o 



Yost me. on the accursdd tree. 
Was pourM forth Thy euiltlesB blood: 

Jesus, nothing may I see. 
Nothing desire or sedc but Thee! i 

3 In suffering, be Thy love my peace*. 
In weakness, be Thy love my power: 
And when the storms of life shall oease^ 
Jesus, in that important hour, 
In death as life be Thou mv guide, 
And save me. Who for me hast died. 
p. aE&HABDT, trans, wbslet.* 
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LOBDjI was blind : I could not see 
In Thy marred visace any grace; 
But now the beauty of Thy face 
In radiant vision dawns on me. 

2 Lord. I was deaf : I could not hear 
The thrilling music of Thy voice; 
But now I hear Thee and rejoice. 
And all Thy uttered words are dear. 

3 Lord, I was dumb : I could not speak 
The grace and glory of Thy name ; 
But now, as touched with living flame. 
My lips Thine eager praises wake. 

4 Lord, I was dead : I could not stir 
My lifeless soul to come to Thee; 
But now, since Thou hast quickened me, 

1 rise from sin's dark sepulchre. 

5 Lord, Thou hast made the blind to see, 
The deaf to hear, the dumb to speak. 
The dead to live ; and lo I I break 
The chains of my captivity. 

W. T. MAT80N. 
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LORD of earth I Thy forming hand 
Well this glorious frame hath 
planned ; 
Woods that wave and hills that tower, 
Ocean rolling in its power ; 
Yet, amid this scene so fair, 
Should I cease Thy smile to share. 
What were all its Josrs to me ? 
Whom have I on earth but lliee? 

2 Lord of heaven, beyond our sii^t 
Kolls a world of purer light ; 
There, in love's eternal reign. 
Parted hands shall meet again ; 

that scene is passing fair ! 

Yet, shouldst Thou be absent there, 
What were all its joys to me? 
Whom have I in heaven but Thee? 

3 Lord of earth and heaven, my breast 
Seeks in Thee its only rest; 

1 was lost. Thy accents mild 
Homeward lured Thy wandering child; 
O should once Thy smile divine 
Cease upon my soul to shine, 
What were heaven or earth to mo? 
Whom have I in each but Thee? 

&. QBAMT. 
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"SJTi. VAeaa^ ^ttvYova, Sa TVvj love 
JJi. 8o sreaVi, «o 1\j3\, w* treat 
O \et me give tm \ove, "mj YkSBaaA^ 
My \Sle» m^ au V> TVxe«i\ 
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LOV^ TO GOD AND CHRIST. 



2 I love Thee, for that glorious worth 

In Thy great self I see ; 
1 love l^ee for tixat shameful cross 
Thou hast endured for me. 

3 No man of greater love ean boast 

Than for his friend to die ; 
But for Thy foes. Lord, Thou wast slam ; 
"What love with Thine can vie? 

4. Make me like Thee in meekness, love. 
And every beauteous grace ; 
From glory unto glory changed 
Till I behold Thy face. 

J. STENNETT. 
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"IHTT God, I love Thee, not because 
-"J- I hoi)e for heaven thereby ; 
Nor yet because who love Thee not 
Are lost eternally. 

2 Thou, O my Jesus, Thou didst me 

Upon the cross embrace ; 
For me didst bear the naib and spear, 
And manifold disgrace : 

3 And griefs, and torments numberless, 

And sweat of agony ; 
E'en death itself,— and all for one 
Who was Thine enemy. 

4 Then why, O blessdd Jesus Christ, 

Should I not love lliee well? 
Not for the sake of winning heaven, 
Nor of escaping hell. 

5 Not with the hope of gaining aught, 

Nor seeking a reward : 
But as Thyself hast loved me, 
O ever-loving Lord I 

6 E'en so I love Thee, and will love, 

And in Thy praise will sing. 
Solely because Thou art my Grod, 
And my most loving King. 

F. XAYIEB, tran8. b. caswall. 
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TUT God, I love Thee for Thyself, 
ill. All creature things above,— 
Thy glorious works, Tmr blessdd gifts 
I praise ;— but Thee I love. 

2 My God, I seek Thee for Thyself,— 

Besides, I ask not aught ; 
If Thee, Thyself, I do not find, 
All that I find is naught. 

3 If Thou deniest me Thyself, 

Whate'er Thou givest me, 
Empty and void, I languish still, 
And grieve unceasingly. 

4 Give me to find, O gracious God, 

Thee, as my final end :— 
To Thee in constancy of love, 
Eternally to tend. 

a. 6. BUBIER. 



2 Though, like the wanderer. 

The sun gone down. 
Darkness be over me. 

My rest a stone, 
Yet in my dreams I'd be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee ! 

3 There let the way appear 

Steps unto heaven. 
All that Thou sendest mc, 

^ In mercy given, 

Angels to beckon me 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee ! 

4 Then, with my waking thoughts 

Bright with Thy praise, 
Out of my stony griefs 

Bethel ru raise ; 
So by my woes to be 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee! 

5 Or, if on joyful wing 
Cleaving the sky. 

Sun, moon, and stars forgot. 

Upward I fly ; 
Still all my song shall be, 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee ! 
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"VTEARER, my God, to Thee, 
-L^ Nearer to Thee; 
E'en though it be a cross 

That raiseth me. 
Still all my song shall be, 
Nearer, my Qojy, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee \ 



8. F. ADAMS. 
CM. 

OLORD ! I would delight in Thee, 
And on Thy care depend; 
To Thee in every trouble flee, 
My best, my only Friend ! 

2 When all created streams are dried, 
Thy fulness is the same; 

May I with this be satisfied, 
^d glory in Thy name I 

3 Why should the soul a drop bemQan, 
Who has a fountain near; 

A fountain, which will ever run 
With waters sweet and clear? 

4 No good in creatines can be found 

But may be found in Thee ; 
I must have all things and abound 
Wliile God is God to me. 

5 O that I had a stronger faith, 

To look within the veil ; 
To credit what my Saviour salth. 
Whose word can never fail! 

6 He that has made my heaven secure. 

Will here all good provide : 
While Christ is rich, can I be poor? 
What can I want beside? 

7 O Lord, I cast my care on Thee I 
I triumph and adore ; 

Henceforth my great concern shall be 
To love and please Thee more. 

J. RYLAND. 

388 

OLOVE divine, how sweet Thou art ! 
When shall I find mi '"^rtJJcavi.ViKaBN* 
Ail taSiea \r& \iN 1!\veiO. 
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TH£ CnUISTIAN LIFE. 



StroiiKer His love thnn death and heli ; 
ItH riches are unsearchable: 

The first-born sons of light 
Desire in vain its depths to see : 
They cannot reach the mystery, 

Tlio length and breadth and height. 

Ood only knows the love of God : 
O that it now were shed abroad 

In this poor stony heart ! 
For love 1 sigh, for love I pine ; 
This only i)ortion, Lord, bo nuno« 

Be mine this bettor part ! 

() that I could for over sit. 
With Mary, at the Master's feet! 

Bo this my hap^y choice ! 
My only care, dehght, and bliss. 
My joy, luy heaven on earth, be this, 

To hear the Bridegroom's voice ! 

WESLEY." 
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QPEA.K to us, Lord, Thyself reveal. 
^-^ AVhile here o'er earth we rove : 
Spoak to our hearts, and let us feel 
The kindling of Thy love. 

a With Tlieo conversing, we forget 
All time and toil and care : 
Labour is rest, and pain is sweet. 
If Thou, my God. art here. 

3 Here then, my Oovi vouchsafe to stay. 

And bid my heart rejoice: 
My iHtmiding heart shall own Thj sway. 
And echo to Thy voice. 

4 Thou callost me to seek Thy face; 

Tis all I wish to seek; 
To attend the whispers .-^f Thy grace. 
And hear Thee imy speak. 

5 Let this my evory hour em^Uoy. 

Till I Thy gXoscy see; 
Enter into my Mast^'s joy. 
And find my hettveu iu Thee, 

WESLEY.* 
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QTILL with Tlhw, O my OvvJ. 

I would denre to be : 
1^ tUy. by tiijrht. at home. abrv>akl, 

1 would be stili with Tbe*. 

-* Wuh Thee »hen dawn comes ia. 
And oaUs me baek to caK : 
r.vh day xvtvraiDf . U"» V«ipn 
>Mth Thee, my God. in r**?**" 
5 With Thoe whrti day is dv^ce* 
Ai»d er«»:r.i: <tih=:» th<? atitsd; 
Tbe srttir.^ aji the ttsir^ *-.:« 
W^tth Tbee xuy bwct w-sx;!-! f rsd. 

4 With "Piee wiser. vUr^r^^ Vr-jxr? 

The syrr-a! of re;v«5e ; 
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THEE will I love, my strength, ny . 
tower ; j 

Thee will I love, my joy, my crown ; \ 
Thee will I love, with all my power, 
In all Thy works, and Thee alone; 
Thee will I love, till the pure fire 
fills my whole soul with strong desire. 

2 I thank Thee, imcreated Sun, 
That Thy bright beams on me bsve 

shined ; ' 

I thank Thee, who hast overthrown 
My foes, and healed my wounded ; 

mind; 
I thank Thee, Lcurd, whose qoickaiing 

voice 
Bids my freed heart in Thee rejoice. 

3 Uphold me in the doubtful race, 
Nor suffer me again to stray ; i 
Strengthen my feet with st^idy pace ; 
Still to press forward in Thy way ; 
My soul and flesh, O Lord of m^t, 
Transfigure with Thy heavenly light. 

4 Thee will I love, my joy, my crown. 
Thee will I love, my Lord, my God ; 
Thee will I love, boieath Thy frown. 
Or smile— Thy sceptre, or Thy rod ; 
What thoujji my flesh and heart decay. 
Thee shall 1 love in endless day ! 

A. siLESius, trans, j. wesley.* 
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THOU hidden Love of God, whose 
height. 
Whose depth nn&thomed no man 

knows, 
I see fr^^m far Thy beaateoas light. 
Inly I sigh fbr Thy repose ; 
My heart is rained, nor can it be 
At rest, till It finds rest ni Thee. 

2 Tis meivy all. that Then hast brought 
My mind to seek her peace in Thee ; 
Yet, while I seek but find Tliee not, 
No peace my wandering sool shall see ; 

when shall all xny wandeiiojcs end. 
And all my steps to Tliee-ward taid ! 

: Is there a thin; beneath the son 
That strives with Ibee mj heart to 

share? 
Ah ! tear i: thence, and teisn akme, 
The Lord of evexy motion uicre : 
Then si:all a;y hear% from earth be fre?, 
^>~ben i: hath foond lepoae in Thee. 

- i? •*'"^' ^^ sovereign aid impart, 

1 .^ save toe frvvs. low-thoaghfied care ; 
C'.:iaaf t^^ setf-will thiuosh all my 

hean. 
'n.r.^:;;^ al! :» IsmbI mans there; 
Make =e T^ d=:eocs child, that I 
CjkSkfless =iAy "* J*-.m. Fi-JUr.' ctjl 
<■ TESsm«E>-. :tuw. j. 
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OBEDIENCE AND HOLINESS. 



Weary of striving, and with longing 

faint, 
I breathe it back again in prayer to 

Thee. 

2 Abide in me, I pray, and I in Thee ! 
From this good hoar, O leave me never 

more! 
Then shall the discord cease, the 

womid be healed. 
The life-long bleeding of the soul be o'er. 

3 Abide in me ; o'ershadow by Thy love 
Each half - formed purpose and dark 

thought of sin ; 
Quench, ere it rise, each selfish, low 

desire. 
And keep my soul as Thine, calm and 

divine. 

4 As some rare perfume in a vase of clay 
Pervades it with a frazrance not its own. 
So, when Thou dwellest in a mortal 

soul. 
All heaven's own sweetness seems 
aroimd it thrown. 

5 Abide in me ; there have been moments 

blest 
When I have heard Thy voice and 

felt Thy power, 
Then evil lost its grasp, and passion 

hushed 
Owned the divine enchantment of the 

hour. 

6 These were but seasons, beautiful and 

rare; 
Abide in me, and they shall ever be ; 
Fulfil at once Thy precept and my 

prayer— 
Come, and abide in me, and I in Thee ! 

H B. STOWE. 



5 Then Thy companions here 

Walking with Thee 
Rise to a higher life— 

Soul-liberty ; 
" Theji are not," here to love. 
But to the home above 

•• Taken " by Thee. 

6 Gently translated, they 

Pass out of sight : 
Gone ! as the morning stars 

Flee with the night : 
" Taken," to endless day !— 
So may I fade away 

Into Thy light. 

o. RAWSOy. 



OBEDIENCE AND HOLINESS 
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394 64.64.664. 

WALKING with Thee, my God, 
Saviour benign. 
Daily confer on me 

Converse divine ; 
Jesus! in Thee restored. 
Brother and Holy Lord, 

Let it be mine! 

3 Walking with Thee, my God, 
Like as a child 

Leans on his father's strength. 
Crossing the wild, 

And by the way is taught 

Lessons of holy thought. 

Faith undefiled. 

3 Darkness and earthly mists 

How do they flee 
Far underneath my feet. 

Walking with Thee ! 
Pure is that upper au:, 
Cloudless theprospect there. 

Walking with Thee! 

4 Walking in reverence 

"JTiimWi/" with Thee: 
Yet from all abject fear 

Lovingly free ; 
E'en as a Mead with friend. 
Cheered to the joumey'B end. 

Walking with ^ee \ 



ANEW and contrite heart create 
In me. Thou God compassionate ! 
Shut close the gate, and keep the dour. 
That sin may never enter more. 

To Thee my soul I open wide: 
Come, Jesus, and therein abide! 
And from Thy temple, Lord, my heart, 
Bid all unrighteousness depart ! 

O let Thy Holy Spirit's light. 

And Thine own heavenly radiance 

bright, 
O'erflow my spirit like a flood, 
Eternal source of every good ! 

Thus to my cleansed and contrite heart. 
Thy heavenly riches. Lord, impart; 
And let Thy wisdom, truth, and grace. 
Take root within the barren place. 
Then shall I tell in grateful song 
The praises that to Thee belong ; 
And while I live my joy shall be 
To consecrate myself to Theel 

NEUSS, trans, f. e. cox. 
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BLEST are the pure in heart, 
For they shall see our God ; 
The secret of the Lord is theirs ; 
Their soul is Christ's abode. 

3 The Lord, who left the heavens 
Our life and peace to bring. 
To dwell in lowliness with men, 
Their pattern and their King : 

3 He to the lowly soul 
Doth still Himself impart ; 

And for His dwelling and His throne 
Chooseth the pure in heart. 

4 Lord, we Thy presence seek ; 
May ours this blessing be ; 

Give us a pure and lowly heart, 
A temple meet for Thee. 

J. KEBLE. 
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GREAT Teacher of Thy Church, we 
Thy t>tecfci&Va «Nl diVva^ -wSsfcN 
To ^x \Aiem ^►m >oftVstfe «>« «^'«» • 



THE OHBISTIAN LIFE. 



a Deep on our hearts Thy law engrave. 
And fill our souls with heavenly zeal; 
That while we trust Thy power to save, 
We may Thy sacred law fulfil. 

3 Adorned with every heavenly grace, 
May our examples brightly shine ; 
And the sweet lustre of ^fliy face, 
Baflected, beam from each of Thine. 

4 These lineaments, divinely fair, 

Our heavenly Father shall proclaim ; 
And men that view His image there, 
Shall join to glorify His name. 

DODDRIDGE. 

398 

HELP me, my God, to speak 
True words to Thee each day ; 
True let my voice be when I praise, 
And trustful when I pray. 

2 Thy words are true to me, 
Let mine to Thee be true ; 

The speech of my whole heart and soul, 
However low and few. 

3 True words of grief for sin, 
Of longing to be free, 

Of groamng for deliverance. 
And likeness. Lord, to Thee. 

4 True words of faith and hope, 
Of godly joy and grief, 

'• Lord, I believe," O hear my cry, 
''Help Thou my uiibelUft'^ 

H. BON^AJt. 
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lifY Father, God I with filial awe, 
Ifi- I lovingly adore; 
And pray to keep Thy Spirit's law, 
Wiw Uue heart more and more. 

2 Forgiveness so my soul hath stirred, 

Subdued and reconciled, 
I must obey my Father's word, 
His dear word to His chUd. 

3 My Father's word ! and therefore dear, 

And blessdd to fulfil I 
With perfect love that casts out fear, 
Would I perform Thy will, 

4 The mind that was in Christ supply, 

The Sphrit of Thy Son 1 
Then Thou shalt guide me with Thine 
eye. 
And all Thy will be done ! 

a. BAWSON. 
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7.6. 



FY soul in death was sleeping, 
L But Thou hast given it life ; 
And strengthened by Thy Spirit, 
I'm ready for the strife. 

a Ready,— though I am weak, Lord, 
Though nothing is my own ; 
For Thou wilt make me strong, Lord, 
Leaning on Thee alone. 

J Jteady to work or suffer, 

To love, and hope, and pray ; 
Ready to go to Thee, Lord, 
When Thou, akalt call away. 

B. GREG. 



7.6. 
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OFOR a heart more fervent. 
My God, more purely Thhiel 
A spirit more observant 

Of all Thy laws divine ; 
Less cold when bent before Thee— 

Less careless in Thy sight ; 
More willingto adore Thee, 
And love Thee as ic might. 

2 W^ should I cast behind me 

The hope that may be mine? 
When God hath not resijm^ me, 

Shall I my God resign? 
Leave joy and peace and blessing, 

A life— a world of bliss. 
For joys not worth possessing 

In such a world as this? 

3 O for that deep devotion. 

That grace, whose strength within 
Subdues each wild emotion 

Suggested here by sin ; 
Uplifts each warm affection 

And lays it at Thy feet, 
Assured that no rejection 

The contrite soul shall meet! 

J. S. B. HONSELL. 
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OFOB a heart to praise my God; 
A heart from sin set free; 
A heart that's sprinkled with tiie blood 
So freely shed for me ; 

2 A heart resinied, submissive, meek. 

My great Kedeemer's throne; 
Where only Christ is heard to speak; 
Where Jesus reigns alone ; 

3 A humble, lowly, contrite heart, 

Believing, true, and clean. 
Which neitjier life nor death can part 
From Wm that dwells within; 

4 A heart in every thought renewed, 

And filled with love divine ; 
Perfect and right, and pure and good; 
A copy, Lord, of Thine. 

5 Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart; 

Come quicQy from above: 
Write Thy new name upon my heart,— 
Thy new best name of Love! 

WXSLET. 

403 

OFOR a humbler walk with God! | 
Lord, bend this stubborn heart of . 
mine ; ' 

Subdue each rising, rebel thought, 
And all my will conform to Thine. ' 

2 O for a holier walk with God, ; 
A heart from all pollution free I I 
Expel. O Lord, each sinful love, 

And fill my soul with love to Thea I 

3 O tot a noateT ^«\Vl "w\t\v God ! i 
liOTd, turn Txv? w«n!9k.«naaaYieaa\, \A'TVka&\ \ 
H-eXp me to \vve \« l».va. \xx "B^asL N 
Who \\veA, WQ.CL fla^di, «dA toAKaloit \a». 



L.V. 



t Iflrd. Hpnd Tt™ Si^l trom ibo»e 
Wllh liiht and loie ud pnwec iILrliu 
A>ia fay Ul> <^I-coiHCrala!n( gmce. 

E. HUtLANO. 
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r\ jEaua ohsist, pow tiioh in lu 

V^ AsdikU lUngi e£e rHodel 
Ks beirt ba daOr neuer Thee, 

Fnm tbi be diulf fre«], 
1 Rach dqr let lbs nipinrUDg might 

My mikniH ■till ernhnuw: 
STdsrlmeia Tsnlgh !n Thy llfht, 

4 Mora oe Thy RJ^ry let me He. 

rm mu -ill 



; Fill mu iHIh glidnen 



I M>Ve this pocl H 



growl™ 



r^JS^T" 
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Ci IOBt> I I look ta ThH. 



CnUBh tliM I HTcr may 






Thy Buocgiu t Implore: 
Not ddIj od iniuu ■olema time 
Thy Holy g^h-lt iniirl 

I wMit ipya»iioiii eiftrwhore; 

I nal Thee eiery -inr, 
LsrdI tor euli imSr laik o( mi 
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Q THAT the Lord voull guide my 

To know and do HIg villi 
Lord, Bend Thy Spb-it down to write I 
Nor let my luprnio iD^ulga deceit, 
rrom ynDitj turn off mj tjreB: ' 

Order my (oulrteta by Thy word, ! 

408 '*™.. 

qCiTMlOE of to.e u.d Llaht of d»y I 

Ciu 1 griere Thee, wliuin t love- ', 
11 my Bonoir touch Thco ntfll, 

ElUl I chooee Tlefc-follow still 1 

IvHinoOocofThjr wUl: I 

'niea rcllBqilllllod,-ho- we roam, i 

Feel imi irw, snaViia ina>iu««.\ 
Taw. a.\om qui c-ncaoA i*-.. ,,„_,rt. 
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i Id bU c 



I AU nu7 or Tbee parUihe: 
HoOilllI HI bubII bin lie, __ 
£ut draws, -nhcn hcUhI for Thy saka 
OnuJaaiii uul vnrth fiom Tlieo. 

I I( done_bBOMUi Vh! iirm. 
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1 OKD, 1( Tlioa Thy (nw ™I" 
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n'KACH ma O Iot.1, Thy holj " 
1 -AJiaBve me oj ul! dledtimni 



Aiid round mil Bpiead Thy ibotkiir 

5 r as me In d era taat O Lord 

Fulfil iliy li<I 'ec' "Of'' 1" '°' 
And Thine nboundlng (mice affonl 

411 

WALK in Uii! Heht-iiBd Ihoa am 



U And help this prajcr to Hub. _^ 

And whan Thy childreu homeWsrd Ea 
Give OB ThJ Spirit in our heart,' 

CHKISTIAN WORK. 

414 u« ; 

4 ND didat Thnn, Lord, one aoiTowt , 



lUB LitiriBb thy Lord 

le ttuJy Bia 

rudiem Liffbb endnrloeiL. 



Thoss Blorinua heialUS, that ln-av«i!l ^ 

f>(jDniaOT[«»lai™«ino«Thymi|^l? , 

Uur iffooni ailiiw Thy b^o^ Ijrisht ? 
)ur bIm wUi down Thy pnrlty 7 

Aud to Thy (eat diliuely hrought. 
Help weaker aouli, deac tard. b> Thoe? 



WORK. 



L.M. 
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"pALL them in!"— the poor, the 

vy wretched, 

Sin-stained wanderers from the foU ; 
Peace and pardon freely offer,— 

Can you weigh their worth with gold ? 
** Call them in ! "—the weak, the ^eary. 

Laden with the doom of sin ; 
Bid them come and rest in Jesus: 

He is waiting:— "call them in!" 

2 " Call them in ! "—the Jew, the Gentile ; 

Bid the stranger to the feast ; 
"Call them in!"— the rich, the noble, 

From the highest to the least. 
Forth the Father runs to meet them, 

He hath all their sorrows seen; 
Robe, and ring, and royal sandaJs 

Wait the lost ones :— ''call them in ! " 

3 " Call them in ! "—the broken-hearted. 

Cowering 'neath the brand of shame ; 
Speak love s message, low and tender,— 

"'Twas for sinners Jesus came." 
Sec, the shadows lengthen round us, 

Soon the day-dawn will begin; 
Can you leave them lost and lonely? 

Christ is coming :— " call them in ! " 

A. SHIFTON. 
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DEAR Lord! Thy light Thou dost 
not hide ; 
Thy glory will not stay at home : 
With us Thy glory may abide ; 
Thy precious things to us may come. 

2 Eut they are given us not to hoard; 
Thy light may not be all our own ; 
Thou meanest not Thy glory, Lord, 
To cheer one dwelling-place alone. 

3 Thou lightest souls to beam around; 
Thou settcst them to shine on high; 
Thy children In Thy work abound, 
And still their Father glorify. 

4 O sweet the Father's smile to win ! 
Whatjoy, dear Lord, to shine with 

Thee! 
Thy precious things to welcome in 
And entertain Thy radiancy ! 

5 But O more sweet for Thee to shine. 
To pass Thy smile. Thy blessing on ! 
To bear about the light divine, 

And shine as the dear Saviour shone! 

6 Father ! still shine on us from heaven. 
And make us for Thy glory shine ; 
We would not keep one gift unsdyen. 
We would not hide one beam of Thine. 

T. H. 01 LL. 

417 86.86.86. 

DISMISS me not Thy service. Lord, 
But train me for Thy will; 
For even I, in fields so broad, 

Some duties may fulfil ; 
And I will ask for no reward, 
Except to serve Thee still, 

s How many aerre, how many more 
May to the aerrice come 1 



To tend the vines, the grapes to store. 
Thou dost appoint for some; 

Thou hast Thy young men at the war, 
Thy little ones at home. 

3 All works are good, and each is best 

As most it pleases Thee ; 
Each worker pleases when the rest 

He serves in charity; 
And neither man nor work unblest. 

Wilt ITiou permit to be. 

4 Our Master all the work hath done 

He a.sks of us to-day; 
Sharing His service, every one 

Share too His sonship may; 
Lord, I would serve and be a son ; 

Dismiss mo not, I pray! 

T. T. LYNCH. 



L.M. 
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GO, labour on ! spend and be spent,— 
Thy joy to do the Father's wUl : 
It is the way the Master went; 
Should not the servant tread it still? 

2 Go, labour on ! 'tis not for naught ; 
Thy earthly loss is heavenly gain : 
Men heed thee, love theo, praise thee 

not; 
The Master praises ;— what are men? 

3 Go, labour on, while it is day; 

The world's dark night is hastening on ; 
Speed, speed thy work, cast sloth away: 
It is not thus that souls are won. 

4 Men die in darkness at thy side. 
Without a hope to cheer the tomb; 
Take up the torch and wave it wide. 
The torch that lights time's thickest 

gloom. 

5 Toil on, faint not, keep watch and praj'. 
Be wise the erring soul to win ; 

Go forth into the world's highway, 
Compel the wanderer to come in. 

6 Toil on, and in thy toil rejoice; 
For toil comes rest, for exile home*. 
Soon Shalt thou hear the Bridegroom's 

voice. 
The midnight peal, "Behold, I come!" 

H. BONAIU 
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I WOULD the precious time redeem. 
And longer five for this alone : 
To spend, and to be spent, for them 
Who have not yet my Saviour known : 
Fidly on these my mission prove. 
And only breathe, to breathe Thy love. 

a My talents, gifts, and graces. Lord, 
Into Thy blessdd hands receive ; 
And let me live to spread Iliy word ; 
And let me to Thy glory live ; 
My every sacred moment spend 
In publishing the sinner's Friend. 

3 Enlarge, inflame, and fill my heart 
With boundless charity divine! 
So shall I all my strength exert, 
And love tiaeva 'w\\)a.«iXfiaJLV&s6'^tJsQR.^ 
And Ye?A xwoto "Yti^j o^i^. «^^^«^ . > 
lYie akeep lot ^\xom >2w»x ^«^^ 
died, -w^^. 
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LORD of the living harvest. 
That whitens o'er the plain, 
Where angels soon shall gather 
Their sheaves of golden grain ; 
Accept these hands to labour. 

These hearts to trust and love. 
And deign with them to hasten 
Thy kingdom from above. 

2 As labourers in Thy yinejrard, 

Lord, send us out to be ; 
Content to bear the burden 

Of weary days for Thee ; 
We ask no other wages, 

When Thou shalt call us home, 
But to have shared the travail 

Which makes Thy kingdom come. 

3 Be with us, God the Father ; 

Be with us, Christ the Son ; 
Be with us. Holy Spirit ; 

O blessed Three in One ! 
Make us a royal priesthood. 

Thee rightly to adore. 
And fill us with Thy fulness. 

Now, and for evermore ! 

J. S. B. MONSBLL. 
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LORD, speak to me, that I may speak 
In living echoes of Thy tone : 
As Thou hast sought, so let me seek 
Thy erring children, lost and lone. 

3 O lead me, Lord, that I may lead 
The wandering and the wavering feet ; 

feed me, Lord, that I may feed 
Thy hungering ones with manna sweet. 

3 O strengthen me, that while I stand 
Firm on the Rock and strong in Thee, 

1 may stretch out a loving hand 
To wrestlers with the troubled sea. 

4 O teach me, Lord, that I may teach 
The precious things Thou dost impart ; 
And wing my words, that they may 

reach 
The hidden depths of many a heart. 

5 O give Thine own sweet rest to me, 
That I may speak with soothing power 
A word in season, as from Thee, 

To weary ones in needful hour. 

6 O fill me with Thy fulness. Lord, 
Until my very heart o'erflow 

In kindling thought and glowing word. 
Thy love to tell. Thy praise to show. 

7 O use mCjIiORD, use even me, 

Just as Thou wilt, and when, and 

where ; 
Until Thy blessdd face I see, 
Thy rest. Thy joy, Thy glory share. 

F. B. HAVEBGAL. 
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"MfAKE use of me, my God ( 
-tM Zet me not be forgot— 
A broken vessel cast aside, 
One whom Tbou needest not. 



L.M. 






S.M. 



3 I am Thy creature. Lord ! 
And made by ban as divine; 
And I am part, howeyer mean, 
Of this great world of Thine. 

3 Thou usest all Thy works. 
The weakest things that be : 

Each has a service of its own, 
For all things wait on Thee. 

4 All things do serve Thee here, 
All creatures great and small; 

Make use of me, of me, my Clod, 
Thou Maker of us all ! 

H. BONAB,* 
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"llfTr gracious Lord, I own Thy right 
ITl To every service I can pay. 
And call it my supreme delight 
To hear Thy dictates, and obey. 

2 What is my being, but for Thee, 
Its sure support, its noblest end? 
Thy ever smiling face to see, 

And serve the cause of such a Friend? 

3 I would not breathe for worldly joy, 
Or to increase my worldly good ; 
Nor future days or powers employ 
To spread a sounding name abroad. 

1 'Tis to my Saviour I would live, 
To Him who for my ransom died; 
Nor could untainted Eden give 
Such bliss as blossoms at His side. 

5 His work my hoary age shall bless, 
When youtnful vigour is no more; 
And my last hour of life confess , 
His love hath animating power. 

I>OI>DBIDaE. 
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OTHOU, who camest firom above, 
The pure celestial fire to impwt. 
Kindle a flame of sacred love 
On the mean altar of my heart ! 

2 There let it for Thy glory bum. 
With inextinguishable blaze ! 

And, trembling, to its source return. 
In humble prayer and fervent praise. 

3 Jesus, confirm my heart's desire 

To work and speak and think for Thee : 
Still let me guard the holy fire. 
And still stir up Thy gift in me :— 

4 Ready for all Thy perfect will. 
My acts of faith and love repeat ; 
Till death Thy endless mercies seal. 
And make the sacrifice complete. 

WESLEY. 
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SOLDIERS of the Croas, arise ! 
Gird you with yom: armour brifi^t ; 
Mighty are your enemies, 
Hard the battle ye must fight. 

2 O'er a faithless fallen world 

"Raise ^o\uc Yt&tmet Vxi. ^« ^^ \ 
1 liQt \t fLoQi^ Y&ieite '^<9a \xxilxxx\eAL\ 
\ Bear Vt oaNrex^ \ VO^ V^ '^)&igti. 






L.M. 
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SELF-DENIAL. 



3 



'Mid the homes of want and woe, 
Strangers to the living word. 
Let the Saviour's herald go, 
Let the voice of hope be neard. 

Where the shadows deepest lie, 
Carry truth's unsullied ray ; 
Where are crimes of blackest dye, 
There the saving sign display. 

To the weary and the wt>m. 
Tell of realms where sorrows cease ; 
To the outcast and forlorn. 
Speak of mercy and of peace. 
Guard the helpless, seek the strayed ; 
Comfort troubles, banish grief ; 
In the might of God arrayed, 
Scatter sin and imbelief . 

Be the banner stUl unfurled ; 
Still unsheathed the Spirit's sword ; 
Till the kingdoms of the world 
Are the kingdom of the Lord. 

w. w. HOW. 
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SOW in the mom thy seed. 
At eve hold not thy hand ; 
To doubt and fear give thou no heed, 
Broadcast it o'er the land : 

3 And duly shall appear. 

In verdure, beauty, strength^ 
The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 
And the full com at length. 

3 Thou canst not toil in vain ; 
Cold, heat and moist and dry, 

Shall foster and mature the grain 
For gamors in the sky. 

4 Thence, when the glorious end, 
The dav of God, shaU. come, 

The angel-reapers shall descend. 
And heaven cry, " Harvest-home ! 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
427 LM 

THY service, Lord, is my delight ; 
I would be spent and spend for Thee : 
Thou art my ^nsdom and my might ; 
O glorify Thy name in me I 

2 The light which Thou to me hast given, 
Shall by Thy grace break forth and shine; 
m point to men the road to heaven, 
And show the power of love divine.- 

3 My life, my strength, my heart, my 

tongue, 
My soul, my flesh, to Thee I give ! 
All these to Thee of ris^t belong, 
O let me to Thy glory Uve I 

a. B. HYMN-BOOK (l8oo). 
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TTE who hear the blessdd call 
I Of the Spfarit and the Bride : 
Hear the Master's word to all, 
Your commLsstoB and your guide — 
"And la him that heareth say. 
Come," to all yet tar away. 



7S. 



*• Come!" alike to age and youth, 
Tell them of our Friend above, 
Of His beauty and His truth, 
Preciousness and grace and love. 
Tell them what you know is tme. 
Tell them what He is to you. 
" Come / " to those who, while they hear, 
Linger, hardly knowing why ; 
Tell them that the Lord is near, 
Tell them Jesus passes by. 
Call them now ; ! do not wait, 
Lest to-morrow be too late. 

Brothers, sisters, do not wait. 
Speak for Him who speaks to you ! 
Wherefore should you hesitate? 
'lluB is no great thing to do. 
Jesus only oids you say. 
"Comet" and will you not obey? 

Lord ! to Thy command we bow, 
Touch our lips with altar^fire ; 
Let Thy Spirit kindle now 
Faith and zeal and strong desire ; 
So that henceforth we may be 
Fellow-workers, Lord, with Thee ! 

r. R. HAVEROAL. 
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SELF-DENIAL. 



8.7. 



JESUS, I my cross have taken. 
All to leave and follow Thee. 
Destitute, despised, forsaken. 

Thou from hence my All shalt be. 
Feriidi every fond ambition, 

All Tve sought, and hoped, and known; 
Tet how rich is my condition ! 
God and heaven are still mine own. 

a Let the world despise and leave me ; 
They have left my Saviour too, 
Human hearts and looks deceive me; 

Thou art not, like them, untrue. 
And whilst Thou shalt smile upon me, 

God of wisdom, love, and might f 
Foes may hate, and friends may shun 
me: 
Show Thy face, and all is bright. 

3 Man may trouble and distress me. 

'Twill but drive me to Thy breast ; 
Life with trials hard may press me, 

Heaven will bring me sweeter rest : 
O 'tis not in grief to harm me. 

While Thy love is left to me ; 
O 'twere not in joy to charm m^ 

Were that joy immixed with lliee. 

4 Haste, then, on from grace to glory. 

Armed by faith and winged by prayer ; 
Heaven's eternal day's before thee: 

God's own hand shall guide thee there. 
Soon shall dose thine earthly mission. 

Soon shi^ pass thy pilgrim days ; 
Hope shall change to full fruition. 

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise. 

H. F. LYTB. 
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5«e, Jmui, or I jield, I sblk 
Ou'eme, orldlel' 
' from TtiT fold I natilr itrar, 
efon I wboU; fsU t«a}. 

ccall me by iboA pJtrio^ Irwfa, 
Untaithfnl Peteri heart. 
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p the honr at trkl. 
I deput from HiBa ; 

WItb III iTluLing pleiuiiirea 
aptend to itorlt me hunii:— 



WJicn. In diut and uben, 

While bcB°on'B EJon hubca 
O'er the ■belyuw brink. 

On Thy l^vtb Telylns, 
ThiDUBh Ibut Dort^ tltUn. 

1o Kitnua'MB. 



COURAGE AKt> STEADFASTNESS. 
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JESUS, toy Strength, my Hope, 
On Thee I cast my care, 
"With humble confidence look up, 
And know Thou hear'st my prayer. 
Give me on Thee to wait, 
Till I can all things do. 
On Thee, almighty to create, 
Almighty to renew. 

I want a godly fear, 

A quick-discerning eye, 
That looks to Thee when sin is near, 

And sees the tempter ily ; 

A spirit still prepared, 

And armed with jealous care. 
For ever standing on its guard. 

And watching unto prayer. 

I rest upon Thy word ; 

The promise is for me ; 
My succour and salvation. Lord, 

Shall surely come from Thee; 

I3ut let me still abide. 

Nor from my hope remove, 
Till Thou my patient spirit guide 

Into Thy perfect love. 

WESLEY. 
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"Y^ servants of the Lord 
X Each in his office wait, 
Observant of His heavenly word, 
And watchful at His gate. 

Let all your lamps be bright. 
And trim the golden flame ; 



ri; 



^ird up your loins, as in His si^t, 
For awful is His name. 

Watch, 'tis your Lord's command. 
And while we speak. He's near ; 
Mark the first signal of His hand. 
And ready all appear. 

O happy servant he. 
In sucn a posture found! 
He shall his Lord with rapture sec, 
And be with honour crowned. 

Christ shall the banquet spread 
With His own royal hand. 
And raise that favoured servant's head 
Amidst the angelic band. 

DODDBIDGR 



COURAGE AND STEADFASTNESS. 



4 Thy saints, in all this glorious war, 
Shall conquer, though they die; 
They hear the triumph from afar. 
And aeize it with thehr eye. 
3 When that illustrious day shall rise, 
And all Thy armies shine 
In robes of victory through the skies, 
The glory shall be Thine. 

WATTS. 

438 sM. 

FAR down the ajses now. 
Much of her journey done, 
Tlie pilgrim church pursues her way, 
Until her crown be won. 
The story of the past 
Comes up before her view ; 
How well it seems to suit her still. 
Old, and yet ever new I 

2 'Tis the same story still 
Of sin and weariness. 

Of grace and love still flowing down 

To pardon and to bless. 

No wider is the gate, 

No broader is the way. 
No smoother is the ancient path, 

That leads to light and day. 

3 No sweeter is the cup, 
Nor less our lot of ill; 

Twas tribulation ages since, 

'Tis tribulation still. 

No slacker grows the fight, 

No feebler is the foe. 
Nor less the need of armour tried. 

Of shield and spear and bow. 

4 Thus onward still we press, 
Through evil and through good, 

Through pain and poverty antl want. 

Through peril and through blood : 

Still faithful to our God, 

And to our Captain true, 
We follow where He leads the way. 

The kingdom in our view. 

n. BONAR.* 
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AM I a soldier of the cross, 
A follower of the Lamb? 
And shall I fear to own His cause, 
Or blush to speak His name? 

2 Are there no foes for me to face? 

Must I not stem the flood? 
I3 this vile world a friend to grace, 
To help me on to God? 

3 Sure I must fight, it I would reign *, 

iDcreaae my covaage. Lord ! 
ru bear the toil endure the pain, 
Supported by Thy irord. 

a 
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FORWARD ! be our watchword, 
Steps and voices joined ; 
Seek the things before us, 

Not a look behind : 
Burns the fiery pillar 

At our army's head ; 
Who shall dream of sluriuking, 

By our Captain led? 
Forward through the desert. 

Through the toil and fight: 
Canaan lies before us, 

Siou beams with light. 
2 Forward, flock of Jesus, 

Salt of all the earth ; 
Till each yearning purpose 

Spring to glorious birth : 
Sick, they ask for healing, 

Blind, they grope for day ; 
Pour upon the nations 

Wisdo\B.'ft VoHvost "t^s '. 
¥orwax3k., owX. ol ctxot. 
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3 Glories upon glories 

Hath our God prepared, 
By the souls that love Him 

One day to be shared : 
Eye hath not beheld them ; 

Ear hath never heard ; 
Nor of these hath uttered 

Thought or speech a word ; 
Forward, ever forward. 

Clad in armour bright ; 
Till the veU be lifted. 

Till our faith be sight. 

4 Far o'er yon horizon 

Rise the city towers. 
Where our God abideth ; 

That fair home is ours! 
Flash the streets with jasper, 

Shine the gates with gold ; 
Flows the gladdening river 

Shedding joys untold : 
Thither, onward thither, 

In the Spirit's might: 
Pilgrims, to your country, 

Forward into light. 

H. ALFORD. 
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OIT is hard to work for God, 
To rise and take His part 
Upon this battle-field of earth, 
And not sometimes lose heart! 

2 He hides Himself so wondrously. 

As though there were no God; 
lie is least seen when all the powers 
Of ill are most abroad. 

3 Thrice blest is he to whom is given 

The instinct that can tell 
Tliat God is on the field when He 
Is most invisible. 

I 4 Workman of God! O lose not heart, 
i But learn what God is like; 

And in the darkest battle-field 
I Thou Shalt know where to strike. 

5 For right is right, since God is God ; 
I And right the day must win; 

To doubt would be disloyalty, 
To falter would be sin. 

F. W. FABER. 



We are not divided. 

All one body we, 
One in hope, in doctrine, 

One in diari^ 

Onward, Christian soldiers, &c. 

3 Crowns and thrones may perish, 

Kingdoms rise and wane, 
But the Church of Jesus 

Constant will remain : 
Gates of hell can never 

'Gainst that Church prevail; 
We have Christ's own promise, 

And that cannot fail. 

Onward, Christian soldiers, &c. 

4 Onward then, ye people. 

Join our happy throng, 
Blend with ours your voices 

In the triumph song : 
"Glory, praise, and honour 

Unto Christ the Kmg:" 
This through countless ages 

Men and angels sing. 

Onward, Christian soldiers, &c. 

S. BARING-OOULD. 
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ONWARD, Christian soldiers, 
Marching as to war, 
With the cross of Jesus 

Going on before. 
Christ the Royal Master 
Leads against the foe ; 
Foi-ward into battle. 
See, His banners go ! 

Onward, Christian soldiers, 

Marching as to war. 
With the cross of Jesus 
Going on before. 

J? Like a mighty army, 

Moves the Church of God. 
-C'wWiersr, we are treading 
Where the Bsdnta have trod. 



^^^ 77.77.88. 

* rvNWARD let my children go^' 

v/ God the Lord commands us so ; 
Though the path be through the sea, 
Little flock, what's that to thee? 
Only trust His love unbounded. 
Thou shalt never be confounded. 

2 Art thou feeble, sorely tried? 
Art thou pressed on every side? 
Does it seem as if no power 
Could relieve thee in tnis hour? 

Wherefore art thou thus disheartened? 
Is the arm that saves thee idiortened? 

3 Dark and wide the sea appears, 
Every soul is full of fears. 
Yet the word is 'Onward' still. 
Onward move and do His will ; 

And the great deep shall discover 
God's highway to take thee over. 

4 Be thou still, and thou shalt see 
Wonders vnrought, and wrought for 

thee; 
Safe thyself on yonder shore. 
Thou shalt see uiy foes no more ; 
And there tell the wondrous story 
Of thy Saviour's might and glory. 

KELLT.* 
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SOLDIERS of Christ I arise. 
And put your armour on, 
Strong in the strength which God sup- 
plies 
Through His belovdd Son : 

2 Strong in the Lord of Hosta^ 
And in His mighty power : 
Who in the strength of Jesus trusts 
Is more than conqucfkor. 

Aixd taV-c, \.o «tm nou lot ^flaa %9[gc&^ 
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4 From strength to strength go on, 
Wrestle, and fight, and pray, 

Tread all the powon of dafimeaB down, 
And win the well-fooght day : 

5 That, having all things done. 
And all yoor conflicts past, 

Ye may o'ercome through Christ alone. 
And stand complete at last. 

WK8LXT.* 
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TAND up ! stand up for Jesus I 
Ye soldiers of the cross : 
Lift high His royal hanner. 

It must not suffer loss : 
From Tictory unto Tictow, 

His army shall He lead. 
Till every foe is Tanquished, 

And Christ is Lord indeed. 

Stand up I stand up for Jesus ! 

The trumpet-call ohey: 
Forth to the mighty conflict, 

In this His glorious day : 
Ye that are men, now serve Him, 

Against unnumbered foes; 
Let courage rise with danger, 

And strength to strength oppose. 

Stand up ! stand up for Jesus I 

Stand in His strength alone; 
The aim of flesh will fail you ; 

Ye dare not trust your own : 
Put on the gospel armour. 

And, watching unto prayer. 
Where duty calls, or danger, 

Be never wanting there. 

Stand up ! stand up for Jesus ! 

The strife will not be long; 
This day the noise of battle. 

The next the victor's song: 
To him that overcometh, 

A crown of life shall bo ; 
He with the King of Glory 

Shall reign eternally. 

G. DUFFIELD. 



They met the tyrant's brandished rteeU 

The lion's gory mane ; 
They bowed their necks the death to 
feel :— 

Who follows in their train? 

A noble army, men and boys, ' 

The matron and the maid. 
Around the Saviour's throne rejoice. 

In robes of light arrayed. 
They climbed the steep ascent of 
heaven 

Through peril, toil, and pain : 
God, to us may grace be given 

To follow in then: train ! 

HXBER. 
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rpHE Son of God goes forth to war, 
-L A kingly crown to gain ; 
His blood-r^ banner streams afar :— 

Who follows in His train? 
Who best can drink his cup of woe, 

Triumphant over pain ; 
Who patient bears his cross below. 

He f oDowB in His train. 

a The martyr first, whose eagle-eye 
Could pierce beyond the grave ; 
Who saw his Master in the skyt 

And called on Him to save. 
Like Him, with pardon on his tongue. 

In midst of mortal pain. 
He prayed for them that did the 
wrong:— 
Who follows in his tnun? 

3 A glorious band, the chosen few. 
On whom the Bpixit came : 
Twelve valUuit BahstBt their hope they 

kaeWf 
And aooked the etou and flame. 
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AWAKE, mysoul, stretch every nerve. 
And press with vigour on : 
A heavenlj^ race demands thy zeal, 
And an immortal crown. 

2 A cloud of witnesses around 

Hold thee in f uU survey : 
Forget the steps already trod, 
AjQd onward urge thy way. 

3 Tis Grod's all-animating voice 

That calls thee from on high ; 
'Tis His own hand presents the prize 
To thine aspiring eye : 

4 That prize, with ];>eerle6s glories bright 

Which shall new lustre boast. 
When victors' wreaths and monarchs' 
gems 
Shall blend in common dust. 

5 Blest Saviour, introduced by Thee, 

Have I my race b^;un; 
And, crowned with victory, at Thy feet 
I'll lay my honours down. 

DODDBIDOB. 
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AWAKE, our souls ; away, our fears ; 
Let every trembling thou^t be 
gone; 
Awake, and run the heavenly raoe, 
And put a cheerful courage on. 

True, 'tis a strait and thorny road. 
And mortal spirits tire and faint; 
But they forget the mighty Qod 
That feeds the strength of every saint. 

Thee, mighty God! whose matchless 

power 
Is ever new and ever young. 
And firm endures, while endless years 
Their everlasting circles run. 

From Thee, the overflowing spring. 
Owe souls shall drink a txesh supply. 
While such as trust their native 

strength, 
Shall melt away, and droop, and die. 

Swift as tta caA^ cv]\& >3cl<^ «iR « 
Well moxmt alotXi to T^voa vfioaftsk*. 
On winsR ol \oNft o\3cc wso^ ^asiJ^.^^x 
Wot tiro «m\Aa\, \Jaa \««h«s^i -^^w- 
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BREAST the wave, Christian, when 
it is strongest; 
Watch for day, Christian, when the 

night's longest; 
Onward and onward still, urge thine 

endeavour; , „ , « 

The rest that remaineth shall he for 
ever. 

2 Fight the fight, Christian, Jesus is o'er 

thee: . . , . . 

Run the race, Christian, heaven is he- 
fore thee; 
Ho who hath promised faltercth never. 
The love of eternity llows on for ever. 

3 Raise the eye, Christian, just as it 
closeth ; 

Lift the heart, Christian, ere it re- 
poscth: . ^ . ^ 

Thee, from the love of Chnst, no- 
thing shall sever: 

Mount Avhen thy work is done, praise 
Ilim for ever. 

J. STAMMERS. 



S The songs of everlaating yean 
That mercy shall attend ; 
Which leads, through sufferings of an 
hour, 
To joys that never end. 

DODPRIDOE. . 

451 CM. 

LORD, hast Thou made me know Thy | 
ways? 
Conduct me in Thy fear ; 
And grant me such supplies of grace, 
That I may persevere. 

O never let me turn aside. < 

Nor leave the path divine! ! 

Let faith, and love, and zeal abide; 

Let patience ne'er decline. 
Supported by a lively hope. 

May I the storm endure ; 
Let sovereign mercy hold me uft 

And I shall walk secure. 
Be Thou my all-suflBcient friend, 

Till all these toils shall cease; 
Guard me through life, and let my end 

Be everlasting peace ! 

J. PAWCETT. • 
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riHRIST, of all my hopes the ground ; 
\y Christ, the spring of all my joy ; 
Still in Thee may I be found. 
Still for Thee my powers employ. 
a Fountahi of o'erflowing grace, 
JTreely from Thy fulness give ; 
Till I close my earthly race. 
May I prove it, ' Christ to live.' 

3 Firmly trusting in Thy blood. 
Nothing shall my heart confound ; 
Safely vhaU I pass the flood. 
Safely reach Immanuel's ground. 

4 When I touch the blessOd shore, 
Back the closing waves shall roll; 
^eath's dark stream shall never more 
i^art from Thee my ravished soul. 

5 3J*»"»5^ O thus, an entrance give 
A o Uhe land of cloudless sky ! 
Havlnsr known it, ' Christ to live,' 
l/et me know it. 'Gain to die.' 

B. WARDLAW. 
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JJOW rich Thy favours, God of grace ! 
I^il! ^^IL various and divine • 
Aji^kI?®!-?*^**^ t^iey a^ poured. 
I M-«T ^^f^^^ as heaven they shine. 
A^ t^^,,8lory calls, 
To Hia rt^S? ***? wondrous way 

. ^ilJSS iS^^'i^ His love. 
-A^nd 8hSw« S? '^a^liant prize ; 

To oiS- f^^JP^^chasTof fes blood 
»o XHi^^T^^^"^^ eyes. 

rjJ'SS stSne n5^* ^*« hand begins, 
a»iS an%?^«*«ne He lays; 

*««PI? fc/^'L*h« buUdiig ] 



Tift 
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rise. 
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MY soul, with all thy wakened powers. 
Survey the heavenly prize ; 
Nor let the glittering toys of earth 
Allure thy wandering eyes. 

2 The splendid crown which Moses sought, 

StiU beams around his brow ; 
Though soon great Pharaoh's sceptred 
pride 
Was taught by death to bow. 

3 The joys and treasures of a day 

I cheerfully resign ; 
Rich in that large immortal store. 
Secured by grace divine. 

4 Let fools my wiser choice deride, 

Angels and God approve ; 
Nor scorn of men, nor rage of hell, 
My steadfast soul shall move. 

5 With ardent eye that bright reward 

I dally will survey ; 
And in the blooming prospect lose 
The sorrows of the way. 

DODDRIDGE. 

453 7.6. 

JESUS. I have promised 
To serve Thee to the end ; 
Be Thou for ever near me. 

My Master and my Friend ! 
I shall not fear the battle 
If Thou art by my side. 
Nor wander from the pathway 
If Thou wilt be my guide. 

let me feel Thee near me. 
The world is ever near ; 

1 see the sights that dazzle. 
The tempting sounds I hear : 

TA.7 loea ate «s«i ■aeax laft. 

And «iiMB\d Tcas W5>^ ^»««^ ^>i»- 
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3 O let me hear Thee speaking 

In accents clear and still. 
Above the storms of passion, 

The murmurs of self-wilL 
O speak to reassure me, 

To hasten or control : 
O speak, and make me listen, 

Thou Guardian of my soul ! 

4 O Jesus, Thou hast promised 

To all who follow Thee, 
That where ^ou art in glory, 

There shall Thy servant be ; 
And, Jesus, I have promised 

To serre Thee to the end ; 
O ^Te me grace to follow 

Hy Master and my Friend ! 

5 O let me see Thy footmarks. 

And in them plant mine own ; 
My hope to follow duly 

Is in Thy strength alone! 
O guide me. call me, draw me, 

uphold me to the end ; 
Ana then in heaven receive me. 

My Saviour and my Friend! 

J. E. BODE. 

8.8.8.8.6. 

OLORD, Thy heavenly grace import, 
And fix my frail inconstant heart ; 
Henceforth my chief desire shall be. 
To dedicate myself to Thee; 
To Thee, my God, to Thee. 

2 Whate'er pursuits my time employ, 
One thought shall fill my soul with joy. 
That silent, secret thought shall be. 
That all my hopes are fixed on Thee ; 

On Thee, my God, on Thee. 

3 Thy glorious eye pervadeth space : 
Thou rt present. Lord, in every place ; 
And wheresoe'er my lot may be, 
Still shall my spirit cleave to Thee ; 

To Thee, my God, to Thee. 

4 Renouncing every worldly thing. 
Safe 'neath the covert of Thy wing. 
My sweetest thought henceforth shall he 
That all I want, I find in Thee ; 

In Thee, my God, in Thee. 

J. r. ©BERLIN, traus. a. wiLSoy. 
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THOU only sovereign of my heart. 
My refuge, my almighty friend— 
And can my soul from Thee depart. 
On whom alone my hopes depend? 

2 lOtemal life Thy words impart, 
On these my fainting spirit lives ; 
Ilere sweeter comforts cheer my heart 
Than all the round of nature gives. 

3 I-et earth's alluring joys combine. 
While Thou art near, in vain they call ; 
One smile, one hlissful smile of Thine, 
My dearest Lord, outweighs them all. 

4 Low at Thy feet my soul would lie. 
Here safety dwells, and peace divine: 
Still let me live beneath Thine eye, 
For life, eternal life, is Thine. 

▲. STEELE. 
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SPEED thee, Christian, on thy way, 
And to thy armour cUng : 
With girded loins the call ohey 
That grace and mercy bring. 

2 There is a battle to be fought. 

An upward race to run ; 
A crown of glory to be sought, 
A victory to be won. 

3 The glowing lamp of prayer will light 

Thee on thy anxious road; 
Twill keep the goal of heaven in sight. 
And guide thee to thy God. 

4 O faint not. Christian, for thy sighs 

Are heard before His throne ; 
The race must come before tho prize, 
Jlte croga before the crown. 

H. U. ONDERDONK. 



8.8.8.4- 
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mHROUGHgood report and evil. Lord, 
1 Still guided by Thy faithful word, — 
Our staff, our buckler^nd our sword,— 
We follow Thee, 

2 In silence of the lonely night, 

In the full glow of day's clear light. 
Through life s strange wanderings, dark 
or bright. 

We follow Thee. 

3 Strengthened by Thee we forward go, 
*Mid smile or scoff of friend or foe, 
Through pain or ease, through joy or 

woe. 

We follow Thee. 

4 With enemies on every side. 
We lean on Thee, the crucified; 
Forsaking all on earth beside. 

We follow Thee. 

5 O Master, point Thou out the way, 
Nor suffer Thou our steps to stray ; 
Then in that path that leads to day. 

We follow Thee. 

6 Thou hast passed on before our face : 
Thy footsteps on the way we trace : 
O keep us, aid us by Thy grace : 

We follow Thee. 

H. BONAR. 
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TXTFI praise and bless Thee, gracious 
W Lord, 

Our Saviour kind and true, 
For all the old things passed away, 

For all Thou hast made new. 

2 New hopes, new purposes, desires. 

And joys. Thy grace has given ; 
Old ties are broken from the earth, 
New ties attach to heaven. 

3 But yet, how mxicb\a\3fi.t.\!>^^««fc«5s^«^A> 
Ere vr© ca.\i lw\Vs «X«cv^ WKCs^'rfwi 
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4 Thou, only Thou, must carry on 

The work Thou hast begun ; 
Of Thine own strength Thou must 
impart, 
In Thine own ways to run. 

5 Ah, leave us not I From day to day 

Revive, restore again ; 
Our feeble steps do Thou direct, 
Our enemies restrain. 

6 So shall we faultless stand at last 

Before Thy Father's throne, 
The blessedness for ever ours, 
The glory all Thine own > 

C. J. p. SPITTA (h. l. l.). 
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vjualLE others pray for grace to die, 
* » O Lord, I pray for grace to live, 
For every hour a fresh supply : 

see my need, and freely give. 

2 I do not dread the hour of death; 
If I am Thine, no fears remain ; 

1 know that with my parting breath 
I yield for ever mortal pain. 

3 But O ! my Lord, in life's highway 
I crave the sunshine of Thy face, 
And every moment of the day 

I need Thy strong supporting grace. 

4 I dare not— will not— Lord, deny 
That heart and feet oft go astray ; 
Therefore the more to Tnee I cry. 
To keep me in the chosen way. 

5 The more my sin and unbelief 
Keep me from walking near to Thee, 
The more. Lord Jesus, is my grief,— 
The more I long Thy face to see. 

KYLE'S COLL. 

RECOVERY FROM DECLENSION. 
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f\ FOR a closer walk with God, 
Vy A calm and heavenly frame ; 
A light to shine upon the road 
That leads me to the I^tmb. 

2 Where is the blessedness I knew 

When first I saw the Lord? 
Where is the soul-refreshing view 
Of Jesus and His word? 

3 What peaceful hours I once enjoyed ! 

How sweet their memory still! 
But they have left an aching void 
The world can never fill. 

4 Return, O holy Dove ! return, 

Sweet messenger of rest! 
I hate the sins that made Thee mourn, 
And drove Thee from my breast. 

5 The dearest idol I have known, 

Whate'er that idol be. 
Help me ta tear it from Thy throne. 
And worship only Thee. 

6 So shall my walk be close with God, 

Oahn and aerene my frame ; 
8o purer Uuht ahaii mark the road 
That Jeaaa me to the Lamb ! 

. COWPER. 

ff6 
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SEE a poor sinner, dearest Lord, 
Whose soul, encouraged by Thy 
word. 
At mercy's footstool would remain. 
And then would look, and look ^ n 

2 How oft deceived by self and pride. 
Has my poor heart been turned aside; 
And, Jonah-like, has fled from Thee, 
Till Thou hast looked again on me. 

3 Ah 1 bring a wretched wanderer home, 
And to Ths footstool let me come, 
And tell Thee all my grief and pain,'' 
And wait and look, and look again. 

4 Do fears and doubt thy soul tumoy? 
Do thundering tempests drown thy joy? 
And canst thou not one smile obtain? 
Yet, wait and look, and look again. 

5 Take courage then, my trembling soul. 
One look from Christ will make thee 

whole ; 
Trust thou in Him, 'tis not in vain; 
But wait and look, and look again. 

6 Look to the Lord, His word, His throne ; 
Look to His grace, and not thy own ; 
T^ere wait and look, and look again. 
Thou shalt not wait, nor look in vain. 

7 Ere long that happy day will come. 
When I shall reach my blissful home ; 



And when to glory I attain. 
O then I'll look, and look again 



S. JklEDLEY. 
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OT^ET was the time when first I felt 
A ^f Saviour's pardoning blood. 
Applied to cleanse my soul from guilt. 
And bring me home to God. 

2 Soon as the mom the light revealed. 

His praises tuned my tongue ; 
And, when the evening shades prevailed, 
His love was all my song. 

3 In vain the tempter spread his wiles, 

The world no more could charm : 
I lived upon my Saviour's smiles. 
And leaned upon His arm. 

4 Now, when the evening-shade prevails. 

My soul in darkness mourns ; 
And, when the mom the light reveals. 
No light to me returns. 

5 Now Satan threatens to prevail. 

And make my soul his prey ; 
Yet, Lord, Thy mercies cannot f aU ; 
O come without delay ! 

NEWTON. 



SB. 
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TITEARY of wandering from my God, 
» J And now made willing to retora, 

I hear, and bow me to the rod ; 

"Fot Him, no\. Vittvovxy. Vxa^» 1 moura ; 
1 nave &u A^d^ocaAA «?(»yt«. 



SORROW AND DIVINE COMFORT. 



O Jesus, full of trath and grace, 
More full of |;race than I of sin; 
Yet once again I seek Thy face, 
Open Thine arms and take me in; 
And freely my backslidings heal. 
And love the fiuthless sinner stilL 

Thou know'st the way to bring me back, 
My fallen spirit to restore ; 
O for Thy truth and mercy's sake, 
Forgive, and bid me sin no more : 
The ruins of my soul repair, 
And make my heart a house of prayer. 
Ah ! give me. Lord, the tender heart. 
That trembles at the approach of sin ; 
A godly fear of sin impart. 
Implant, and root it deep within; 
That I may dread Thy nracious power, 
And never dare offend Thee more. 

WESLXr. 

CM. 
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WTTE* is my heart so far from Thee, 
My God, my chief delight? 
Why are my thoughts no more by di^ 
With Thee, no more by night? 

2 AVhy should my foolish passions rove? 

Where can such sweetness be 
As I have tasted in T^ love, 
As I have found in Thee? 

3 When my forgetful soul renews 

The savour of Thy grace, 
My heart presumes I cannot lose 
The relish all my days. 

4 But ere one fleeting hour is past, 

The flattering world employs 
Some sensual bait to seize my taste. 
And to pollute my joys. 

5 Then I repent, and vex my soul. 

That I should leave Thee so ; 
Where will those wild affections roll 
That let a Saviour go? 

6 Make haste, my days, to reach the goal, 

And bring my heart to rest 
On the dear centre of my soul. 
My God, my Saviour's breast. 

WATTS. 



BORROW AND DIVINE COMFORT. 
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AS puita the hart for cooling streams, 
when heated in the chase. 
So longs my soul, O God, for Thee, 
And Thy refreshing grace. 

2 For Thee, my God— the living God, 

My thirsty soul doth pine; 
O, when shall I behold Thy face, 
Thou Majesty divine ! 

3 I sigh to think of happier days. 

When Thou, O Lord, wert nigh ; 
When every heart was tuned to praise. 
And none more blest than I. 

4 AVhy restless, why cast down, my soul ? 

Hope still, and thou shalt sing 
The praise of Him who is thy God, 
Tbjr bealfb'e eternal spring. 

TATE ana BRADY. 
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FATHER, for Thy kindest word. 
Thankful songs to Thee I sing ; 
Sick at heart with hope defenred, 
All my cause to Thee I bring : 
Sweet the sound I hear from Thee — 
'Cast thy burden upon Me.' 

2 As a father bending low 
Listens to his lisping child. 
So to me Thy pity snow. 

By the world and sin beguiled ; 
Holy is Thy law, and just ; 
Yet remember I am dust. 

3 Spare me. Thou who lov'st to spare ! 
Gently on me lay Thy hand! 
Grasp the bruisdd reed with care, 
Let the smoking flax be fanned ; 
Firm my faltering steps uphold; 
Tried, let me come forth as gold. 

4 O remember Him who died. 
With His life my soul to save; 
Let me clasp the Crucified 
Till I reach the awful grave ; 
Then, the light aflBiction o'er, 
Heaven is mine for evermore ! 

c. L. FORD. 

467 r^.„. 

GOD of my life, to Thee I call, ' 
Afflicted at Thy feet I faU ; 
When the great water-floods prevail. 
Leave not my trembling heart to fail. 

a Friend of the friendless and the faint ! 
Where should I lodge my deep com- 
plaint? 
Where but with Thee, whose open door 
luvites the helpless and the poor? 

3 Did ever mourner plead with TEec, 
And Thou refuse that mourner's pica ? 
Docs not Thy word still fixed remain, 
That none shall seek Thy face in vain ? 

4 That were a grief I could not bear. 
Didst Thou not hear and answer 

prayer ; 
But a prayer-hearing, answering God, 
Supports me under every load. 

4 Poor, though I am, despised, forgot. 
Yet €rod, my God, forgets me not ; 
And he is safe and must succeed. 
For whom the Lord vouchsafes to plead. 

COWPEtt. 

468 77.7.6. 

IN the dark and cloudy day. 
When earth's riches flee away. 
And the last hope will not stay ; 
My Saviour, comfort me. 

2 Thou who wast so sorely tried. 
In the darkness crucified. 

Bid me in Thy love confide : 
My Savioiur, comfort me. 

3 Comfort me, I am cast down« 
I 1 deserve \X, «3X, \ cwvl\ 
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4 In these hours of sad distress, 
Let me know He loves no less. 
Bid me trust His faithfulness : 

My Saviour, comfort me. 

5 Not unduly let me grieve, 
Meekly the kind stripes receive. 
Let me humbly still believe : 

My Saviour, comfort me. 

6 So it shall be good for me 
Much aflBicted now to be, 
If Thou wilt but tenderly, 

My Saviour, comfort me. 

G. RAWSON. 

469 78 

JESUS, Saviour ! Thou dost know 
All the depth of human woe ; 
Thou hast shed the bitter tear. 
Thou hast felt the withering fear. 

2 For the iron of our sin 

To Thy heart hath entered in ; 
All its festering anguish keen, 
Holy Saviour, Thine hath been. 

3 Thou our Brother art, and we 
With our sorrows come to Thee : 
Thou wilt not, for us who died, 
From our misery turn aside. 

4 Jesus, save ! the floods are nigh ; 
To Thine open arms we fly ; 
Sure the waters will not dare 
Overwhelm our spirits there. 

5 No ! the raging waves subside. 
Thou hast checked the rising tide ; 
All our woes obey Thy will. 

While Thou whisperest, 'Peace, he still! 

C. DENT. 
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OLET him, whose sorrow 
No relief can find, 
Trust in God, and borrow 
Ease for heart and mind. 

2 Where the mourner weeping 

Sheds the secret tear, 
God His watch is keeping. 
Though none else be near. 

3 God will never leave thee, 

All thy wants He knows. 
Feels the pains that grieve thee. 
Sees thy cares and woes. 

4 Raise thine eyes to heaven 

When thy spirits quail, 

When, by tempests driven, 

Heart and courage fail. 

5 When in grief we languish 

He will dry the tear, 
Who His children's anguish 
Soothes with succour near. 

6 All our woe and sadness. 

In this world below. 
Balance not the gladness 
We in heaven shall know 

7 Jesu, Holy Saviour, 

In the realms above 
Cromi us with Thy favour, 
I^JJJ us with Thy love. 

//. s. OSWALD, trans, t. K. oox. 
(?9 
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OTHOU, by whom the balm is borne 
For joys of earth departed, ' 

Come down and comfort all that mouni; 1 
Bind up the broken-hearted. ' 

2 To grief that wets the new-made mould, > 

Beside the mournful willow, I 

Arise, as when Thy voice of old 1 

Assiuiged the nightly billow. 

3 The noble souls that pine unseen. 

By all around forsaken, I 

Teach on Thine own strong arm to lean, ' 

For reeds by breezes shaken. j 

4 To saints that linger day by day. 

With pining sicKiiess broken, I 

From eyes that watch and lips tlu^ 
pray. 
Be Thy sweet solace spoken. 

5 And O ! for those whose trembling lect 

Are dipt in Jordan's river. 
Safe on the shore with welcome greet, 
And clasp them Thine for ever! 

c. L. roRD. 
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OTHOU, from whom all goodness ' 
flows, 
I lift my heart to Thee ; 
In all my sorrows, conflicts, woes. 
Dear Lord, remember me ! 

2 When on my aching, burdened heart 

My sins lie heavily. 
My pardon grant, new peace impart. 
In love remember me 1 

3 When trials sore obstruct my way, 

And ills I cannot flee, 
O give me strength, Lord, as my day, 
For good remember me ! 

4 If worn with pain, disease, and grief, 

This feeble frame should be ; 
Give patience, rest, and kind relief, 
Hear, and remember me ! 

5 If on my face, for Thy dear name. 

Shame and reproaches be. 
All hail reproach, and welcome shame, 
If Thou remember me! 

6 'When in the solemn hour of death 
I wait Thy just decree. 

Be this the prayer of my last breath— 
' O Lord, remember me ! ' 

T. HAWEia. 
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SHEW pity, Lord, for we are 
and faint ; 
We fade away, O list to our complaint ! 
We fade away, like flowers in the sun ; 
We just begin, and then gtir work is 
done. 

Shew pity, Lord, our souls are sore j 

distressed ; 
As troubled seas, our natures have no ! 

rest ; ■ 

Ab \.TOw\)\eCL Ci^^kft Ni^iaXi %xa\s^\x'S,V«e»^th.e 

shore, ^ 
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3 Shew pity. Lord, our grief is in our sin ; 
We wotild be cleansed, O make us 

pure within ! 

We would be cleansed, for this we cry 
to Thee; 

Thy word of love can make the con- 
science free. 

4 Shew pity, Lord, inspire our hearts 

with love; 
That holy love which draws the soul 

ftl[)OV6 * 

That holy fove* which makes us one 

with Thee 
And with Thy saints, through all 

eternity. 

D. THOMAS. 



73 



474 



L.M. 

THUS far my God hath led me on, 
And made His truth and mercy 
known ; 
My hopes and fears alternate rise. 
And comforts mingle with my sighs. 

2 Through this wide wilderness I roam, 
Far distant from my blissful home ; 
Lord, let Thy presence be my stay, 
And guard me in this dangerous way. 

3 Temptations everywhere annoy, 

'' And sins and snares my peace destroy ; 
My earthly joys are from me torn, 
And oft an absent God I mourn. 

/• My soul with various tempests tossed. 
Her hopes o'ertumed, her projects 

crossed, 
Sees every day new straits attend, 
And wonders where the scene will end. 

5 Is this, dear Lord, that thorny road. 
Which leads us to the mount of God? 
Are these the toils Thy people know 
While in the wilderness below? 

6 'Tis even so : Thy faithful love 
Doth all Thy children's graces prove ; 
'Tis thus our pride and self must fall. 
That Jesus may be all in all. 

J. FAWCETT. 
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WHEN the dark waves round us roll. 
And we look in vain for aid. 
Speak, Lord, to the trembling soul,— 

* It is [ ; he not afraid.' 

2 When we dimly trace Thy form 
In mysterious clouds arrayed. 
Be the echo of the storm,— 

*lt ia I : be not a/raid.' 

3 When our brightest hopes depart, 
YHien our fairest visions fade. 
Whisper to the fainting heart,— 

* It is 1; be not afraid.' 

4 When we weep beside the bier 
Where some well-loved form is laid, 
O! may then the mourner hear,— 

* It ia 1 : be not afraid.' 

5 When with wearing hopeless pain 
Sinks the spirit sore dismayed, 
lireathe Thou then the comfort-strain,— 
'It is I: be not afraid.' 

6 When we feel the end is near. 
Passing into death's dark shade. 
May the voice be strong and clear,— 
'It ii I; be not afraid.' 

w. W. HOW. 
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73. 

'1*7 HEN our heads are bowed with woe, 
» » When our bitter tears o'erflow, 
When we mourn the lost and dear, 
Jesus, Lord and Saviour, hear! 

2 Thou our throbbing flesh hast worn ; 
Thou our mortal griefs hast borne ; 
Thou hast shed the human tear ; 
Jesus, Lord and Saviour, hear! 

3 Thou hast bowed the dying head ; 
Thou the blood of life hast shed ; 
Thou hast filled a mortal bier; 
Jesus, Lord and Saviour, hear! 

4 When the heart is sad within, 
With the thought of all its sin. 
When the spirit shrinks with fear, 
Jesus, Lord and Saviour, hear ! 

5 Thou the shame, the grief, hast known ; 
Though the sins were not Thine own, 
Tfaou bast deigned their ioad to beat ; 

O'sgm, Lord and Saviour, hear ! 

^. jT. mh^man.* 
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HE sendeth sun. He sendeth shower, 
Alike they're needful for the 
flower ; 
And joys and tears alike are sent 
To give the soul fit nourishment : 
As comes to me, or cloud or sun, 
Father, Thy will, not mine, be done ! 

2 Can loving children e'er reprove 
With murmurs those they trust and love.' 
My Father, I would ever be 
A trusting, loving child to Thee : 
As comes to me, or cloud or sun, 
Father, Thy will, not mine, be done! 

13 O ne'er will I at life repine. 

Enough that Thou hast made it mine, 
When falls the shadow cold of death, 
I yet will sing, with parting breath,— 
*As comes to me, or shade or sun. 
Father, Thy will, not mine, be done ! ' 

». F. ADAMS. 
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P.M. 

IT is Thy hand, my God ; 
My sorrow comes from Thee; 
I bow beneath Thy chastening rod, 
I know Thou lovcst me. 

I would not mtirmur, Tx)rd, 
Before Thee I am dumb : 
Lest I should breathe one murmuring 
word. 
To Thee for help I come. 
My God, TVii Tv^T^i^ va. "Vics^t, 

And CTV , * TVv^ ^^"^ ^^ \fi.\».'a>- 
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I know Thy will is right, 
Though it may seem severe : 
Thy path is still unsullied light. 
Though dark it may appear. 

Jesus for me hath died, 
Thy Son Thou didst not spare ; 
Ilis piercdd hands. His bleeding side, 
Thy love for me declare. 

Here my poor heart can rest ; 
My God, it cleaves to Thee ; 
Thy will is love. Thine end is blest; 
All work for good to me. 

J. S. DECK. 
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LORD Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 
O may Thy will be mine ; 
Into Thy hand of love 

I would my all resign. 
Through sorrow or through joy. 

Conduct me as Thine own, 
And help me still to say, 
'My Lord, Thy will be done!* 

2 Lord Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 

If needy here and i)oor. 
Give me Thy people's bread, 

Their portion nch and sure. 
The manna of Thy word 

Let my soul feed upon ; 
And if all else should fail,— 

•My Lord, Thy will be done ! ' 

3 Lord Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 

Though seen through many a tear, 
Let not my star of hope 

Grow dim or disappear ; 
Since Thou on earth hast wept 

And sorrowed oft alone, 
If I must weep with Thee, 

•My Lord, Thy will be done!' 

4 Lord Jesus, as Thou wilt ! 

If loved ones must depart, 
Suffer not sorrow's flood 

To overwhelm my heart: 
For they are blest with Thee, 

Their race and conflict won; 
Let me but follow them,— 

• My Lord, Thy will be done ! ' 

5 Lord Jesus, as Thou wilt! 

All shall be well for me, 
Each changing, future scene 

I gladly trust with Thee : 
Straight to my home above 

I travel calmly on ; 
And sing in life or death, 

•My Lord, Thy wiU be done I ' 

SCHMOLKE (h. L. L.). 

480 8.8.8.,. 

"MTT God and Father, while I stray 
jjL Far from my home on life's rough 

way, 
O teach me from my heart to say, 
'Thy will be done!' 

s Though dark nay path and sad my lot, 
Zei me 'be Btill' and murmur not. 
Or breathe the prayer divinely taught, 
'J^^Uttnllbe done I' 

lOO 



3 What though in lonely grief I bMl 
For friends beloved, no longer nigfa, 
Submissive still would I reply, 
'Thy triU he done!' 

.\ Though Thou hast called me to redgn 
What most I prized, it ne'er was mine, 
I have but yielded what was Thine; 
'Thy WiU be done!' 

5 Let but my fainting heart be blest 
With Thy sweet Spirit for its guest; i 
My God, to Thee I leave the rest; 

'Thy will be done!' 

6 Renew my will from day to day; 
Blend it with Thine ; and take awvf : 
All that now makes it hard to say, > 

'Thy will be done!' 

7 ^en, when on earth I breathe no mon 

before, 
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OFTEN the clouds of deepest woe 
So sweet a message bear. 
Dark though they seem, 'twere hard to 
find 
A frown of anger there. 

2 It needs our hearts be weaned from 

earth; 
It needs that we be driven. 
By loss of every earthly stay. 
To seek our joys in heaven. 

3 Kind, loving, is the hand that strikes, 

However keen the smart, 
If sorrow's discipline can chase 
One evil from the heart. 

4 He was a man of sorrows — ^He 

'NVho loved and saved us thus ; 
And shall the world that frowned on 
Him 
Wear only smiles for us? 

5 No ! we must follow in the path 

Our Lord and Saviour run ; 
We must not find a resting-plaoe 
Where He we love had none. 

C. FBY. 

482 66.66.88. 

OFT when of God we ask 
For fuller, happier life. 
He sets us some new task. 
Involving care and strife : 
Is this the boon for which we sought? 
Has prayer new trouble on us brought? 

2 This is indeed the boon, 
Though strange to us it seems; 
We pierce the rock, and soon 
The blessing on us streams: 

For when we are the most athirst. 
Then the clear waters on ua burst. 

3 We toil as in a field 
Wherein, to us unknown, 
A treasure lies concealed, 
"WTalcti taaj \>ft «Ki ovxt ONn\.* 

And &\i&\\. Vfft ol >iJcvft \«?A. CinkTK\^a^aL, 
ThaA. spee^Vls "vnaiV >w^xvft vsvxOci ^sBicDL't 
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We dig the welLs of life, 
And God the waters giyes ; 
We win our way by strife, 
Then He within tm lires : 
And only war could make us meet 
For peace so saered and so sweet. 

T. T. LTNCn. 
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OLOYE Divine, that stooped to share 
Our sharpest pang, our bitterest 
tear, 
On Thee we cast each earth-bom care ; 
We smile at pain while Thou art near. 

2 Though long the weary way we tread. 
And sorrow crown each lingering year. 
No path we shun, no darkness dread, 
Our hearts still whispering, ' Thou art 

near.' 

3 When drooping pleasure turns to grief, 
And trembling faith is changed to fear. 
The murmuring wind, the quirering 

leaf, 
Shall softly tell us, * Thou art near ! ' 

4 On Thee we fling our burdening woe. 
O Love Divine, for ever dear, 
Content to suffer, while we know. 
Living and dying, Thou art near. 

O. W. HOUIES. 
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OUR times are In Thy hand, 
O God. we wish them there : 
Our life, our uiends, our souls, we leave 
Entirely to Thy care. 

3 Our times are in Thy hand, 
Whatever they may be,— 
Pleasing or painful, dark or bright. 
As best may seem to Thee. 

3 Our times are in Thy hand. 
Why should we doubt or fear? 

A Father's hand will never cause 
His child a needless tear. 

4 Our times are in Thy hand, 
Jesus the crucified; 

The hand our many sins have pierced 
Is now our guard and guide. 

5 Our times are in Thy hand, 
Well always trust in Thee : 

Till we have left this weary land, 
And all Thy glory see. 

W. r. LLOYD. 

485 

SOVEREIGN Ruler of the skies! 
Ever gracious, ever wise ! 
All my times are in Thy hand; 
All events at Thy command. 

2 Times of sickness, times of health. 
Times of penury and wealth; 
Times of trial and of grief. 
Times of triumph and relief; 

3 Times the tempter's power to prove. 
Times to taste a Saviour's love : 
All zDUBt come, and laet, and end, 

Ajb shall pleaae my heavenly Friend. 
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4 O Thou gracious, wise, and just, 
In Thy hands my life I trust: 
Have I somewhat dearer still ? 
I resign it to Thy will. 

5 May I always own Thy hand- 
Still to the surrender stand ; 
Know that Thou art God alone, 
I and mine are all Thine own. 

6 Thee at all times will I bless ; 
Having Thee I all possess : 
How can I bereavdd be. 
Since I cannot part with Thee? 

J. BTLAND. 
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THY way, not mine, O Lord, 
However dark it be ; 
Lead me by Thine own hand, 
Choose out the path for me. 

a Smooth let it be, or rough. 
It will be still the best ; 
Winding, or straight, it leads 
Right onward to Thy rest. 

3 I dare not choose my lot ; 

I would not if I might ; 
Choose Thou for me, my God, 
So shall I walk aright. 

4 The kingdom that I seek 

Is Thine, so let the way 
That leads to it be Thine, 
Else I must siurely stray. 

5 Take Thou my cup, and It 

With joy or sorrow fill. 
As best to Thee may seem ; 
Choose Thou my good and ill. 

6 Choose Thou for me my friends, 

My sickness or my health; 
Choose Thou my cares for me, 
My poverty or wealth. 

7 Not mine, not mine the choice 

In things or great or small ; 
Be Thou my Guide, my Strength, 
My Wisdom, and my Ail. 

n. BONAR. 
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'rpiS my happiness below, 
JL Not to live without tne cross. 
But the Saviour's power to know. 
Sanctifying every loss. 

2 Trials must and will befall; 
But, with humble faith, to see 
Love inscribed upon them all, — 
This is happiness to me. 

3 Trials make the promise sweet ; 
I'rials give new life to prayer ; 
Trials bring me to His feet, 
Lay me low, and keep me tiierc. 

4 Did I meet no trials here. 
No correction by the way, 
Might I not with reason fear 
I should prove a castaway ? 

5 Others may escape the rod. 
Bunk in eacthV^ N^i-Tk. ^"feVv^^v 
But the tnxe-\ic«ti <5cKm^ w. Q^q^ ^ 
Must nol, 'wowXii tvo\., M^^r ^'^^^ ^ 
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WE praise Thee oft for hours of bliss, 
For days of quiet rest ; 
But O ! how seldom do we feel 
That pain and tears are best. 

2 We praise Thee for the shining sun, 

For kind and gladsome ways : 
When shall we learn. O Lord, to sing 
Through weary nights and days? 

3 We praise Thee when our path is plain 

And smooth beneath our feet; 
But fain would learn to welcome pain, 
And call the bitter sweet. 

4 Teach Thou our weak and wandering 

hearts 
Aright to read Thy way. 
That Thou with loving hand dost trace 
Our history every day. 

5 Then every thorny crown of care 

Worn well in patience now, 
Shall grow a glorious diadem 
Upon the faithful brow; 

6 And Sorrow's face shall be unveiled, 

And we at last shall see 
Her eyes are eyes of tenderness, 
Her speech but echoes Thee. 

J. p. HOPPS. 
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WHEN I survey life's varied scene, 
Amid the darkest hours 
Sweet rays of comfort shine between. 
And thorns are mixed with flowers. 

2 Lord, teach me to adore Thy hand, 

From whence my comforts flow ; 
And let me in this desert land 
A glimpse of Canaan know. 

3 And O ! whate'er of earthly bliss 

Thy sovereign will denies, 
Accepted at Thy throne of grace, 
Let this petition rise:— 

4 'Give me a calm, a thankful heart, 

From every murmur free: 
The blessings of Thy grace impart, 
And make me live to Thee. 

5 ' Let the sweet hope that Thou art mine, 
My path of life attend ; 

Thy presence through my journey shine. 
And crown my journey's end.* 

A. STEELE. 



DIVINE GUIDANCE. 



8.7.4. 



490 

GUIDE me, O Thou gre&t Jehovah, 
Pilgrim through this barren land ; 
I am weak, but Thou art mighty, 
Hold me with Thy iwwerful hand : 

Bread of heaven. 
Feed mo now and evermore. 
2 Open now the crystal fountain. 

Whence the healing streams do flow ; 
Zci the Ore ami cloudy pillar 
Lead me all my journey tbrougli : 
Strong Deliverer, 
Be Thou still my Strength and Shield. 



3 When I tread the rerge of Jordan, 
Bid my anxious fears subside: I 
Bear me through the swelling cunenl, 
Land me safe on Canaan's side: 

Songs of pluses 1 

I will ever give to Thee ! i 

W. WILLIAMS.' 

^yi ia4.io.4. 

IDC not ask, O Lord, that life mayk 
A pleasant road; 
I do not ask that Thou wouldst take 1 
from me 1 

Aught of its load : 

2 I do not ask that flowers should always , 

spring 

Beneath my feet ; 
I know too well the poison and the stins 
Of things too sweet. 

3 For one thing only, Lord, dear Lord, 

I plead. 

Lead me aright. 
Though strength should falter, uid 
though heart should bleed, 
^Dirough peaco to light. 

4 I do not ask, O Lord, that Thoa 

sbouldst shed 

Full radiance here: 
Give but a ray of peace, that I may tread 
Without a fear. 

I do not ask my cross to understand, 

My way to see ; 
Better in darkness just to feel Thy hand, 

And follow Thee. 

Joy is like restless day ; but peace divine 

Like quiet night : 
Lead me, O Lord, till perfect day shall 
shine, 

l^ough peace to light 

A. A. PROCTER. 
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TESUS, still lead on. , 

O Till our rest be won ! I 

And although the way be cheerless, | 
We will follow, calm and fearless; ! 

Guide us by Thy hand 

To our fatherland. 

2 If the way be drear. 
If the foe be near, 

Let not faithless fears o'ertake us. 
Let not faith and hope forsake us. 

For, through many a foe, 

To our home we go! 

3 When we seek relief 
From a long-felt grief,— 

When oppressed by new temptations. 
Lord, increase and perfect patience ; 
Show us that bright shore 
Where we weep no more ! ; 

4 Jesus, still lead on, 
Till our rest be won ! 

Heavenly Leader, still direct us, 
^tili ewpport, console, protect us, 

lu OUT l«A^v«\wnA.. 
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LEAD, kindly Liiht Blnid ttas 
linglJixiia, 

^Loid Thon ok cm : 
Thfl nj«ht w OmA, «iid 1 mn (« trom 



Aiid with [he mom tbani tima-licH 
Wtaiob I harg laved ioat ^ncs, aoi] 
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T EAD 1U1. HeiLvenly Fatbes. IouI or 
Uaiile UB, guuil ua, keep us^eed na. 
Yet po£BeHdlDB i!V<^ hlesBinj, 

TSoa dldrt iTHrf^&iii ^^'taroni ni 
Tbon didrt f«l its hrrgen »ae : 

IiDbfl and drouj, r&lQt fkDd weary, 
nuon^ tbe dcicrb Tljou didft go. 



tS^giSa^d. 



Ttaua pTDYldE 
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LORD, Thjchililrcn BUidn and kKii 
An nith feelile uepi th?; pmi 
On tho pathway nmgh aad eteep, 
TbroDfh this weary wildnneu. 

a Then ■» iConv wvft U) Brood ' 
OlTB tfaa aCranctb ns loreii lack; 
Tbm an taniled paths to tluead ; 
Idght ofl. leal «e m[£B the track. 
HdI* JOd, d4y kr dv- 
Lad m la UiB nuiToir war. 
J Ttera mra mmlr mutea IkaE lis 
cow and muJea^ mat ana drear, 



3[hrtB vQ ton Olid noway alodn. 

Danked .nth anlden-fnilteil ■ 

Simnj llopea and BdeoUd ok 



f'r *>«Hii Bpirlt check and ifuiilo 



WISDOM BOTJGHT. 
t9Y 
A To Thee Qur nouki we Uft, 

For Thy mort neelftl! gift. 
Wo oak not goUen itnuma of wealtl 
We^ aak not undaa^yiog braJtk, 

Leab wa akonld go aaCroy. 

A v\Ea wA ^^^^rnVv^U^^'Sfi^^ 
To BlV\iDlHn.Tta* a\-"s. 



THE CHRtBHAK Lira. 
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T BAD UI. O Falhit I In th 

I WlthontTbJiru"llDshwi3we 



Id lu. O Futher ! la the lAthiiat tcuEL; 



I LFuliu,OFiilheT! 



r. O VuiiET ! to Thy hi 



Qire viadDin pore and half. 

All wonllerlns toond Thy tbton 
And Tliee. ODT liord, aurfiCe, 



With hlEh% lfa£°shi^w^' 
Ul rn^o nud thujkfl to Th«, 
For all Thy help on arib. 
rhj luine, bhe Om. the Three, 



HQi HOPE AND JOY. 

A. Thehelahtut uunaa'BTlDGUnghiQ, 
Hli heart mlTo, it, 'ma tba pTkIh 



Cm oomo tho'bgbtTlij ithit 



lore 1i£ht, QiDce n 
in BhaU I «ock Tl 
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PRAISE ttas Ln,d our Ood, 
lu d^uda mi darknoH dwoUli 
I Wt Fi>iltll of Bb[idelcaE llulil. 

/ Tfiroirgfi Eutilit pathfl of youth ; 

. Si' cladi OUT Jonrins cyea 
' With full aayeSid Inilb. 

» rant irntb. O Zard. vc .eek. 



.eiWUtai 



pend lb na^ Ills pin 

borne hU ndrit flh 



With JeinB, In tile Teblnu ot diy: 
Then 1 dhSl hid my cuHi ImbwbII 
Ana Bto will wipe my teaji iwnj," 
Jesos. Ob Thee dot hope dependi. 
To leiul DB OD to Thine iboda; 
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A WAKP., n 



Ring on yoor haienlT war, 

ains on. in^\G'mi nni a>q. 
In Chi\rt ttia rtenwA Tt\wt' 



HOPE AND JOY. 



Soon will He call you hence away, 
And take His wanderers home. 
5 There shall each raptured tongue 
His endless praise proclaim. 

And sing in sweeter notes the song 
Of Moses and the Lamb. 

W. HAMMOND. 
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AWAKE, ye saints, and raise your 
eyes, 
And raise your voices high : 
Awake and praise the sovereign lore 
That shows salvation nigh. 

2 On all the wings of time it flics ; 
Each moment brings it near; 

Then welcome each declining day ! 
Welcome each closing year I 

3 Not many years their round shall run. 
Not many mornings rise, 

Ere all its glories stand revealed 
To our admiring eyes. 

4 Ye wheels of nature, speed your course ; 
I Ye mortal powers, decay ; 

I Fast as ye bnng the night of death, 
Ye bring eternal day. 

DODDRIDOE. 
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S.M. 

BEHOLD, what wondrous grace 
The Father hath bestowed. 
On sinners of a mortal race. 
To call them sons of God I 

Nor doth it yet appear. 
How great we must be made. 
Bat when we see our Saviour here, 
We shall be like our Head. 

A hope so much divine 
May trials well endure, . 

May irarge our souls from sense and sm, 
As Ghrist the Lord is pure. 

If in my Father's love 
I share a filial part. 
Send down Thy Spirit like a dove, 
To rest upon my heart. 

We would no longer lie 
Like slaves beneath the throne ; 
Our faith shall 'Abba, Father,' cry, 
And Thou the kindred own. 

WATTB. 



Often have we left Thee, 

Often gone astray; 
Keep us, mighty Saviour, 

In the narrow way. 

Brightly gleams, Lc. 

All our days direct us 

In the way we ^o, 
Lead us on victorious 

Over every foe: 
Bid Thine angels shield us 

When the storm-clouds lour ; 
Pardon Thou and save us 

In the last dread hour. 

Brightly gleams. &c. 

Then with saints and angels 

May we join above, 
Offeris^ inrayers and praises 

At Thy throne of love. 
When the march is over. 

Then come rest and peace, 
Jesus in His beauty. 

Songs that never cease. 

Brightly gleams. &c 

T. J. POTTER. 



78. 
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CHILDREN of the heavenly King, 
As ye journey, sweetly sing ; 
Sing your Saviour's worthy praise. 
Glorious in His works and ways. 

2 We are travelling home to God. 
In the way the fathers trod ; 
They are happy now, and we 
Soon their happiness shall see. 

3 Shout, ye little flock, and blest! 
You on Jesus' throne shall rest ; 
There your seat is now prepared. 
There your kingdom and reward ! 

4 Fear not, brethren ; joyful stand 
On the borders of your land : 
Jesus Christ, your Father's Son, 
Bids you undismayed go on. 

Lordl obediently we go, 
Gladly leaving all below ; 
Only Thou our Leader be. 
And we still will follow Thee. 

J. CENNICK. 
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BRIGHTIjY gleams our banner 
Pointing to the sky. 
Waving wauderere onwsurd 

To their home on high. 
Journeying o'er the desert. 

Gladly thus we pray. 
And with hearts united 
Take our heavenward way. 
Brightly gleams our banner 

Pointing to the sky. 
Waving wanderers onward 
To their home on high. 

s Jesu, Lord and Master, 

At Thy sacred feet, 
Here with liearts rejoicing 
Bee Tbj oMIdien meet; 



6.5. 



I 
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COME, Thou Fount of everyblessing, 
Tune my heart to sing Thy grace, 
Streams of mercy never ceasing 
Call for songs of loudest praise. 

2 Here I raise my Ebenezer ; 

Hither by Thine help I'm come ; 
And I hope, by Thy good pleasure, 
Safely to arrive at home. 

^ Jesus sought me when a stranger. 
Wandering from the fold of God ; 
He, to rescue me from danger. 
Interposed Hia v^e^wsvjA WwA- 

I.et ^t gwce ^«^^^^.K5H^'^'^^' 



TitE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 



fj Prone to Wander, Loi'd, I feel it ; 
Prone to leave the God I love - 
Here's my heart, O ! take and seal it, 
Seal it from Thy courts above ! 

K. ROBINSON. 



S.M. 
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COME, w-e that love the Lord, 
And let our joys be known; 
Join in a song with sweet accord. 
And thus surround the throne. 

3 The sorrows of the mind 
Be banished from the place; 
Religion never was designed 
To make our pleasures less. 

3 Let those refuse to sing 
That never knew our God ; 

But children of the heavenly King 
May speak their joys abroad. 

4 The God who rules on high, 
And thunders when He please; 

Who rides upon the stormy sky, 
And manages the seas; 

5 This awful God is ours, 
Our Father and our Love : 

He shall send down His heavenly powers 
To carry us above. 

I 6 There shall we see His face, 

And never, never sin ; 
I There, from the rivers of His grace. 

Drink endless pleasures in. 

7 Yes. and before we rise 
, To that immortal state, 
I The thought of such amazing bliss 
' Should constant joys create. 

; 8 The men of grace have found 
Glory begun below : 
Celestial fruits, on earthly ground. 
From faith and hope may grow. 

9 The hill of Sion yields 
A thousand sacred sweets. 

Before we reach the heavenly fields. 
Or walk the golden streets. 

10 Then let our songs abound. 
And every tear be dry ; 

We're marching through Immanuel's 
ground 
To fairer worlds on high. 

WATTS. 

509 78.78.77. 

HEAVENWARD stiU our pathway 
tends. 
Here on earth we are but strangers ; 
Till our road in Canaan ends, 

Safely passed this wild of dangers. 
Pilgrims we, a scattered band, 
Seelc above our fatherland. 

/ a Heavenward stiU } God's volume blest, 
Tlias, throughout its sacred pages, 
G^ls me on, and speaks of rest, 
^eff« with Him through endless ages ; 
W»//y mjr heart that call attends. 
i<^ ^''^ '^y JP**^ ascends. 



Heavenward still mj^ thobghts krisd, 
When His festal board invites me; 

Then ihy spirit upward flies. 
Foretaste then of heaven delights me: 

When on earth this food has ceased 

Comes the Lamb's own marriage-feast. 

Heavenward still, when life shall close. 

Death to my true home shall guide 
me; 
There, triumphant o'er my woes. 

Lasting bliss shall God provide me; 
Christ Himself the way has led. 
Joyful in His steps I tread. 

Still then heavenward! heavenward 
still ! 
That shall be my watchword ever! 
Joys of heaven my heart shall iill. 
Chasing joys that filled it never : 
Heavenward still my thoughts shall run, 
Till the gate of heaven is won. 

B. SCHMOLCK, trans. f. e. cox. 



8.8.6. 
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HOW great the Christian's portiou is! ; 
What endless joys, what worlds of 
blis.s. 
The Lord for them prepares! 
Their boundless treasures who can 

know? 
For all above, and all below. 
And God and Christ, are theirs. 

2 U'lic hand of God supplies their wants, i 
And supersedes their deep complaints. 1 

With mercies still renewed: I 

Though they are hurried np and down, : 
And through a sea of troubles run, 

Yet all things work for good. 

3 Jesus, and all in Him, is theirs : 
They are adopted sons and heirs 

Of God, through grace divina: 
Jesus has washed them in His olood. 
And with His grace their souls endowed; 

They in His image shine. 

4 Why talk we now of earthly things, 
The wealth of empires, crowns of kings, 

Or aught below the skies? 
Can crowns or sceptres be compared 
With that exceeding great reward 

On which we fix our eyes? 

5 God is our own, the God of love. 
And endless stores in heaven above; 

What can we covet more? 
Possessed of this, what can we want? 
Away, all carnal discontent! 

We have an endless store. 

W. HAMMOND. ! 



L.&I. 
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HOW vast the treasure wo possess ! 
How rich Thy bounty, King of 
grace! 
This world is ours, and worlds to come : 
Earth \Bour lodge, andheaven our home. 

a AU. tYivnea axe o\n&\ \>cie \^\a q1 God; 
The pnichaa© ol «» ^"vioMx'ft \^wA\ 
"WbiYe \ibe aood^ ^\>vKi\i iitxQr«% -\>&\x<cni 
To use, aaa Vo Vbobto^^ \3asiBk, V». 



\ 



HOPE AND JOT. 



3 If i)eace and plenty crown my days. 
They help me, Lord, to speak Thy praise; 
If bread of sorrows be my food. 
Those sorrows work my lasting good. 

4 I would not change my bless'd estate 
For all the world calls good or great : 
And while my faith can keep her hold, 
1 envy not the sinner's gold. 

5 Father, I wait Thy daily will ; 
Thou shalt divide my portion still : 
Grant me on earth what seems Thee best, 
Till death and heaven reveal the rest. 

WATTS. 
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LEADER of faithful souls, and guide 
Of all that travel to the sky. 
Come, and with us, e'en us, abide, 
Who would on Thee alone rely: 
On Thee alone our spirits stay, 
"While held in life's uneven way. 

2 Strangers and pilgrims here below, 
This earth, we know, is not our place ; 
But hasten through the vale of woe. 
And, restless to behold Thy face. 
Swift to our heavenly country move, 
Our everlasting home above. 

3 We've no abiding city here, 
But seek a city out of sight : 
Thither our steady course we steer, 
Aspiring to the plains of light ; 
Jerusalem, the saint's abode. 
Whose founder is the living God. 

4 Through Thee, who all our sins hast 

borne, 
Freely and graciously forgiven, 
With songs to Sion we return. 
Contending for our native heaven : 
That palace of our glorious King, 
We find it nearer while we sing. 

5 Raised by the breath of love divine, 
AVe tread the way the saints have, trod 
The church of the first-born to join, 
We travel to the motint of God ; 
With joy upon our heads arise. 
And meet our Captain in the skies. 

WESLEY.* 
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Firm in His grasp, to His arm ever 
clinging. 
Upward, still upward, we buoyantly 
climb. 

High on the rock, in our fortress sure 
sheltered. 
Wave, wind, and foeman assail us in 
vain ; 
Buckler and shield is He, what can 
alarm ur;? 
What though the fiery darts shower 
like the rain? 



Captain, we follow, we 
our battle no 



H.IO.ll.ir>. 

LIGHT hath arisen, we walk in its 
brightness ; 
Joy hath descended, its fulness has 
come. 
Peace hath been spoken ; we hear it, 
we take it; 
Angels are singing, and shall we be 
dumb? 
Happy in Him who hath loved us and 
bought ns. 
Rich in the life which He gives to 
His own, 
FUled with the peace passing all under- 
standing. 
Never less lonely than just when alone. 

Safe in Hie atrengtb, in His love ever 
bappy, 
What are the tremhlinga ancl tossings 
o/ time? 

H 



Lead on, our 
follow ; 
Life is no slumber, 
dream ; 

Lift up Thy banner, wc rally, we rally ; 
Wave high Thy sword, we press on 
in its gleam. 

Jesus, to Thee we look. Saviour Al- 
mighty ; 
Jesus, on Thee we rest, happy and free; 
Jesus, on Thee we feed, bread of the 
hungry ; 
Jestis, our all, lo ! wc lean upon Thee! 

What arc the shadows around us still 
floating? 
Sunshine is glowing all brightly above; 
Heed not the height of the cliffs we arc 
climbing. 
From tbem we gaze on the land that 
we love. 

n. BOKAR. 



CM. 



MY heart is resting, 
I will give thanks 
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MY God, the spring of all my joys. 
The life of my delights. 
The glory of my brightest days. 
And comfort of my nights. 

2 In darkest shades, if He appear, 

My dawning is begun: 
He is my soiil's sweet morning-star. 
And He my rising sun. 

3 The opening heavens around me shine 

With beams of sacred bliss, 
"When to my heart His voice divine 
Bears witness I am His. 

4 My soul would leave this heavy clay 
At that transporting word ; 

Run up with joy. the shining way. 
To meet my dearest Lord. 

5 Fearless of hell and ghastly death, 
I'd break through every foe ; 

The wings of love, and arms of faith, 
Should bear me conqueror through. 

W ATTH. ' 



^lo CM. double. 

O my God! 
and sing ; 
My heart is at the secret source 

"No ^la.li^ >ow.\. '^^c^^^^i^^^l^ l^ji^-^^ 



THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 



2 I thirst for springs of heavenly life, 

And here all day they rise ; 
I seek the treasure of Thy love, 

And close at hand it lies. 
And a 'new song' is in my mouth, 

To long-loved music set; 
Glory to Thee for all the grace 

I have not tasted yet. 

3 Glory to Thee for strength withheld, 

For want and weakness known ; 
And fear that sends me to Thyself 

For what is most my own. 
I have a heritage of joy 

That yet I must not see ; 
The hand that bled to make it mine. 

Is keeping it for me. 

4 My heart is resting, O my God, 

My heart is in Thy care ; 
I hear the voice of joy and health 

Resounding everywhere. 
' Thou art my portion,' saith my soul, 

Ten thousand voices say; 
And the music of their glad ' Amen ' 

Will never die away. 

A. L. WARING. 

616 CM 

MY soul, triumphant in the Lord, 
Shall tell its joys abroad ; 
And march with holy vigour on, 
Supported by its God. 

2 Through all the winding maze of 

His hand hath been my guide ; 
And in that long- experienced care. 
My heart shall still confide. 

3 His grace through all the desert flows, 

An unexhausted stream ; 
That grace, on Sion's sacred mount 
Shall be my endless theme. 

4 Beyond the choicest joys of earth, 

These distant courts I love ; 
But O ! I burn with strong desire 
To view Thy house above. 

5 Mingled with all the shining band, 

My soul would there adore ; 
A pillar in Thy temple fixed, 
To be removed no more. 

DODDRIDGE. 



life, 
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8.86. 

NOT, Lord, Thine ancient works alone. 
Thy wonders to past ages shown, 
Make our glad spirits glow. 
Oiu- eyes behold Thy works of might ; 
On us full beam Thy wonders bright; 
The living God we know. 



S.M. 



4 Ah! soon we droop; ah I soon we tire; > 
Our fainting hearts new strength re- 
quire, 

Again would quickened be : 
We ask no priest; we ask no shrine; ' 
To Thee we come for life divine, , 

Thou living God, to Thee ! 

5 O more than satisfy our need; 
Our most divine desire exceed; 

Our constant Quickener be : 
Thou living God, possess us still; 
Thy wondrous life in us fulfil. 

Our blessdd life in Thee ! 

T. H. GILL. 
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"VrOW let our voices join, 
Xi To form one pleasant song: 
Yepilgrims in Jehovah's ways. 
With music pass along. 

3 How straight the path appears ! 
How open and how fair ! 
No lurking snares to entrap our feet, 
No fierce destroyer there. 

3 But flowers of Paradise 
In rich profusion spring ; 
The Sun of Glory gilds the path, 
And dear companions sing. 

i See Salem's golden spires. 

In beauteous prospect rise ; | 

And brighter crowns than mortals wear. 
Which sparkle through the skies. 

5 All honour to His name, 
Who drew the shining trace: 

To Him who leads the wanderers on. 
And cheers them widi His grace. 

6 Reduce the nations. Lord, 
Teach all their kings Thy ways ; 

That earth's full choir the notes may 
swell. 
And heaven resound the praise. 

DODDBIDOS. 
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■VrOW, the sowing and the weeping, 
-Li Working hard, and waiting long; 
Afterward the golden reaping, 
Harvest-home and gratefol song. 

2 Now, the pruning, sharp, unsparing; 
Scattered blossom, bleeding shoot; 
Afterward, the plenteous bearing 
Of the Masters pleasant fruit. 



8.7. 



2 We joy not only to be told. 
How with Thy saints and seers of old 

Thou madest sweet abode : 
We of Thy presence bright can tell. 
Thou in Thy living saints dost dwell; 
We feel the living God. 

J Thou settest us each task divine ; 
We bless that JbeJping hand of Thine, 

This strength byThe« bestowed: . , . „. . , 

Thou minglest in the glorious fight, \sl^ow, YSae w&mt wp&xcXr-^^gcv. _ 
Tbine own the cause— Thine own tl:ie\ 'Wowneie^ Yv«iM\., xmawM^ ^!«Aft\ 
might. \ M\«rw«A,\^vft^va»^Vtt^»^«^- 

TTe 7e?ve the living God. \ And ttie -vViV^x'* ctv^ro. cil^Ma, 

io8 \ 



Now, the long and toilsome du^. 

Stone by stone to carve and bring; 
Afterward, the perfect beauty 

Of the palace of the King. 

Now, the tuning and the tension. 
Wailing minors, discord strong ; 

Afterward, the grand ascension 
Of the Alleluia song. 



I 
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HOPE AND JOY, 



6 Now, the traming, strange and lowly, 
Unexplained and tedious now ; 
Afterward, the service holy, 
And the Master's "Enter thou!" 

F. R. HAYERQAL. 



520 



7.6. 



HAPPY band of pilgrims, 
If onward ye will tread, 
With Jesns as yoxir Fellow, 
To Jesus as your Head ! 

2 O happy if ye labour 

As Jesus did for men: 
O happy if ye hunger 
As Jesus nungered then ! 

3 The cross that Jesus carried 

He carried as your due: 
The crown that Jesus weareth 
He weareth it for you. 

4 The faith by which ye see Him, 

The hope in which ye yearn, 
The love that through all troubles 
To Him alone will turn, 

5 The trials that beset you« 

The sorrows ye endure, 
The manifold temptations 
That death alone can cure, 

6 What are they but His jewels 

Of right celestial worth? 
What are they but the ladder 
Set up to heaven on earth? 

7 O happy band of pilgrims. 

Look upward to the skies. 
Where such a light aflOiction 
Shall win so great a prize. 

JOSEPH OP THE STUDnjM, 

trans. J. M. neale. 
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6.5. 

OUT our way rejoicing as we home- 
ward move, 
Hearken to our praises, O Thou God 

of love I 
Is there grief or sadness? Thine it can- 
not be! 
Is our sky beclouded? Clouds are not 
from Thee! 

2 If with honest-hearted love for God and 

man. 
Day by day Thou find us doing what 

we oan. 
Thou who giv'st the seed-time wilt give 

Crown the head with blessings, fill the 
heart with peace. 

3 On our way rejoicing gladly let us go ; 
Conquered hath our Leader, vanquished 

is our foe! 

Christ without, our safety ; Christ with- 
in, our joy ; 

Who, if we be faithful^ oan our hope 
destroy? J. s. b. monsell. 
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0X7R rest is in heaven, our rest is not 
here, 
Then why aboald wo mnrmur when 
trudB are neta:? 



Be hushed our complainings, the worst 

that can come 
But shortens our journey, and hastens 

us home. 

2 It is not for us to be seeking our bliss, 
And building our hopes, in a region 

like this; 
We look for a city which hands have 

not piled. 
We pant for a country by sin undefilcd. 

3 The thorn ahd the thistle around us 

may grow. 
We would not lie down upon roses 

below ; 
We ask not our portion, we seek not 

our rest. 
Till we find them at last in the land 

of the blest. 

4 Let doubts, then, and dangers our pro- 

gress oppose, 
They only make heaven more sweet at 

its close; 
The road may be rough, but it cannot 

be long. 
And we'll smooth it with hope, and 

cheer it with song. 

H. F. LYTE. 



7.6. 
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REJOICE, though storms assail thee ! 
Rejoice when skies are bright ! 
Rejoice, though round thy pathway 

Is spread the gloom of night ! 
If the good hope be in thee,— 

That aU at last is well,— 
Then let thy happy spirit 
With joyful feelings swell ! 

2 Recall thine hours of anguish. 

And let thy soul rejoice I 
Though wave on wave of sorrow, 

Rushed on with fearful noise. 
Was not the Bow of Promise 

Still seen amidst the gloom. 
Shedding its hallowed lustre 

E'en round the silent tomb? 

3 Rejoice ! Rejoice for ever ! 

Though earthly friends be gone ; 
For silently, yet swiftly, 

The wheels of time roll on; 
And still they bear thee forward, 

Nearer that happy shore. 
Where the triumphant song is 

'Rejoice for ev«rmorel' 

Anon. 
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SING, ye redeemed of the Lord, 
Your great deliverer sing, 
Pilgrims for Sion's city bound. 
Be joyful in your King. 

2 See the fair way His hand hath raised. 
How holy and how plain ! 
Nor shall the simplest traveller err, 
Nor ask the track in vain. 

"Sot \\MYmft «,wefcxv\. -wovsag^N ^, . __ 
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4 A hand divine shall lead you on, 

Through all the blissful road, 
Till to the sacred mount you rise, 
And see your smiling Gbd. 

5 There garlands of immortal joy 

Shall bloom on every head; 
While sorrow, sighing, and distress, 
Like shadows all are fled. 

6 March on in your Redeemer's strength ; 

Pursue His footsteps still; 
And let the prospect cheer your eye, 
While labouring up the hUl. 

DODDRIDGE. 

525 7.6 

SOMETIMES a light surprises 
The Christian while he sings : 
It is the Lord who rises 

With healing in His wings. 
When comforts are declining, 

He grants the soul again 
A season of clear shining, 
To cheer it, after rain. 

2 In holy contemplation. 

We sweetly then pursue 
The theme of God's salvation. 

And find it ever new. 
Set free from present sorrow, 

We cheerfully can say. 
E'en let the imknown to-mojrrow 

Bring with it what it may; 

3 It can bring with it nothing 

But He will bear us through ; 
Who gives the lilies clothing, 

Will clothe His people too : 
Beneath the spreading heaven?. 

No creature but is fed; 
And He who feeds the ravens. 

Will give His children bread. 

4 Though vine or fig-tree neither 

Their wonted fruit should bear. 
Though all the field should wither. 

Nor flocks, nor herds be there; 
Yet God the same abiding, 

His praise shall tune my voice; 
For, while in Him confiding, 

I cannot but rejoice. 

COWPEIl. 
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TEN thousand thousand are Thy hosts, 
O Christ, our glorious King ! 
And round Thy throne for evermore 
Thy praise they joyful sing. 

2 To Thee their glory and their joy. 

Their perfect bliss they owe ; 
And by their service swift and sure, 
Their ardent love they show. 

3 On Thine, as once they did on Thee, 

They count it joy to wait ; 
Nor mourn, on works of mercy sent, 
To leave their heavenly state. 

^ Bidden by Tbee, they camp around 

The weakest of Thy saints, 
^o shield him when the foe assails, 
J^P cbccr him when he faints. 
no 



5 O Saviour of this sinfol world. 
Make us for ever Thine ! 
And with Thy radiant angel-host 
Let us in glory shine ! 

B. A. BEBTBAU. 



L.M. 



S.M. 
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* \)l/E'VE no abiding city here 
T T This may distress the worldling's 
mind; 
But should not cost the saint a tear. 
Who hopes a better rest to find. 

2 ' We've no abiding city here : ' 

Sad truth, were i^s to be our home; 
But let this thought our spirits dieer, 
*We seek a city yet to come.' 

3 * We've no abiding city here : ' 
Then let us live as pij^grims do: 
Let not the world our rest appear, 
But let us haste from all below. 

4 * We've no abiding city here : ' 
We seek a city out of sight ; 
Sion its name— the Lord is there, 
It shines with everlasting light. 

5 O sweet abode of peace and love. 
Where pilgrims freed from toil are blest ! 
Had I the pinions of the dove, 

I'd fly to thee, and be at rest. 

6 But hush, my soul, nor dare repine! 
The time my God appoints is best: 
While here, to do His will be mine ; 
And His to fix my time of rest. 

T. KELLY. 
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WHAT cheering words are these ! 
Their sweetness who can tc^? 
In time, and to eternal days, 
"Tis with the righteous welL' 

2 In every state secure, 
Kept as Jehovah's eye, 

'Tis well with them while life endures, 
And well when called to die. 

3 Well when they see His face. 
Or sink amidst the .flood ; 

Well in affliction's thorny maze. 
Or on the mount with God. 

4 'Tis well when joys arise ; 
'Tis well when sorrows flow; 

'Tis well when darkness veils the skies, 
And strong temptations grow. 

5 'Tis well when Jesus calls, 
'From earth and sin, arise. 

To join the host of ransomed souls. 
Made to salvation wise.' 

J. KXNT. 
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YOUR harps, ye trembling saints, 
Down from the willows take: 
Loud to the praise of love Divine, 
Bid every string awake. 

ThovvK\i Vn. «i loT«\sQ. \u\d, 
"We axe tvo\i Im Itoxii \ioTQft\ 
And neaxer V> omx \\.o\a& v^oom^ 
We e\erj Taomsflofti come. 
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3 His grace will to the end 
Stronger and brighter shine ; 

Nor preseDt things, nor things to come, 
Shall quench we spark divine. 

4 When we in daximess walk. 
Nor feel the heavenly flame. 

Then i» the time to trust our God, 
And rest upon His name. 

5 Soon shall our doubts and fears 
Subside at His control ; 

His lovingkindness shall break through 
The midnight of the soul. 

6 Blest is the man, O God, 
That stays himself on Thee I 

Who waits for Thy salvation, Lord, 
Shall Thy salvation see. 

A. M. TOPLADY. 
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8.H. doable. 

A FEW more years shall roll, 
A few more seasons come, 

And we shall be with those that rest, 
Asleep within the tomb: 
Then, O my Lord, prepare 
My soul for that great day ; 

O wash me in Thy precious blood. 
And take my sins away. 
3 A few more suns shall set 
O'er these dark hills of time. 

And we shall be where suns are not, 
A far serener clime : 
Then, O my Lord, prepare 
My soul for that bright day; 

O wash me in Thy precious blood, 
And take my sins away. 

3 A few more storms shall beat 
On this wild rocky shore. 

And we shall be where tempests cease. 
And surges swell no more : 
Then, O my Lord, prepare 
My soul for that calm day; 

O wash me in Thy precious blood, 
And take my sins away. 

4 A few more struggles here. 
A few more partmgs o'er, 

A few more toils, a few more tears, 
And we shall weep no more: 
Then, O my Lord, prepare 
My soul for that blest day; 

O wash me in Thy precious blood, 
And take my sins away. 

5 'Tis but a little while 
And He shall come again, 

Who died that we might live, who lives 
That we with Him may reign : 
Then, O my Lord, prepare 
My soul for that glad day ; 

O wash me in Thy precious blood. 
And take my sins away. 

H. BONAR. 

OvDl 7S. 

BLESSING, honour, thanks, and 
praise. 
Pay we, aadouB God, to Thee ; 
Tbou, in Tbine abundant grace, 
Gireat ns the victory; 



True and faithful to Thy word. 
Thou hast glorified Thy Son. 
Jesus Christ, our dying Lord, 
Who for us the fight hath won. 

3 Lo! the prisoner is released, 
Lightened of his fleshly load ; 
Where the weary are at rest. 
He is gathered in to God; 
Lot the pain of life is past. 
All his warfare now is o'er. 
Death and hell behind are cast, 
Grief and suffering are no more. 

3 Yes, the Christian's course is run, 
Kuded is the glorfous strife ; 
Fought the fight, the work is done. 
Death is swallowed up of life! 
I>ome by angels on their wings. 
Far from earth the spirit flies, 
Finds his God, and sits and sings. 
Triumphing in Paradise. 

4 Join we then; with one accord. 
In the new, the joyful song; 
Absent from our loving Lord 
We shall not continue long; 
We shall quit the house of clay. 
We a better lot shall share. 
We shall see the realms of day, 
Meet our happy brother there. 

WESLEY. 
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CAPTAIN and Saviour of the host 
Of Christian chivalry, 
We bless Thee for our comrade true. 
Now summoned up to Thee. 

2 We bless Thee for his every step 

In faithful following Thee ; 
And for his good fight fought so well, 
And crowned with victory. 

3 We thank Thee that the way-worn 

sleeps 
The sleep in Jesus blest; 
The purified and ransomed soul 
Hath entered into rest. 

4 We bless Thee that his humble love i 

Hath met with such regard ; ; 

We bless Thee for his blessedness, 
And for his rich reward. 

O. RAWSON 
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78. 



CHBIST will gather in His own 
To the place where He is gone, 
Where their heart and treasure lie, 
Svhere our life is hid on high. 

2 Day by day the Voice saith, 'Come, 
Enter thine eternal home : ' 
Asking not if we can spare 

This dear soul it summons there. * 

3 Had He asked us, well we know 
We should cry, * O, spare this blow ! ' 
Yea, with streaming tears should pray, 
'Lord, we love him, let him stay!' 

llea\i Vol %\\eut«i otx ^>& ^^^"^^ ^^^ 
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5 Many a heart no longer hero, 
Ah ! was all too inly dear ; 
Yet, O Love, 'tis Thou dost call, 
Thou wilt be our All in all. 

MO&AVIAK HYXN, tran$. C WIKKWOBTH. 
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("lOME, let us join our friends above 
J That have obtained the prize, 
And on the eagle wings of love 

To joys celestial rise : 
Let {ul the saints terrestrial sing. 

With those to. glory gone: 
For all the servants of our King, 
In earth and heaven, are one. 

2 One family we dwell in Him, 

One church, above, beneath. 
Though now divided by the stream, 

The narrow stream of death : 
One army of the living God, 

To His command we bow ; 
Part of His host have crossed the flood, 

And part are crossing now. 

3 His militant embodied host. 

With wishful looks we stand. 
And long to see that happy coast. 

And reach the heavenly land. 
Even now by faith we join our hands 

With those that went before ; 
And greet the blood-besprinkled bands 

On the eternal shore. 

4 Our spirits too shall quickly join. 

Like theirs with glory crowned, 
And shout to see our Captain's sign. 

To hear His trumpet sound. 
O that we now might grasp our guide ! 

O that the word were given ! 
Come, Lord of hosts, the waves divide, 

And land us all in heaven ! 

WESLEY. 
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FOR all Thy saints. O Lord, 
Who strove in Thee to live. 
Who followed Thee, obeyed, adored. 
Our grateful hymn receive. 

3 For all Thy saints, O Lord, 
Accept our thankful cry ; 
Wlio counted Thee their great reward. 
And strove in Thee to die. 

3 Thev all, in life and death, 
With Thee, their Lord in view, 

Learned from Thy Holy Spirit's breath 
To suffer and to do. 

4 For this Thy name we bless, 
And humbly beg that we 

May follow them in holiness. 
And live and die in Thee. 

B. MANT. 

&«^^ lo. 10.10.4. 

TIIOB all the saints, who from their 
J^ labours rest, 

JVbo Thee by faith before the world 
confessed. 
Thy name, O Jesu, be for ever bleaacd 

AUeluial 



S.M. 



2 Thou wast their rock, their fortress, and 

their might ; 

Thou, Lord, their Captain in the well- 
fought fight ; 

Thou, in the darkness drear, their Light 
of light. ; 

Allduia! I 

3 O may Thy soldiers, faithful, truewd I 

bold, 
Fight as the saints who nobly fought of | 

old, I 

And win, with them, the victor's crown 

of gold. 

AUeluia! 

4 O blest communion, fellowship divine! 
We feebly struggle, thgr in glory shine; 
Yet all are one in Thee, for all are 

Thine. 

Alleluia! 

5 And when the strife is fierce, the war- 

fare long, 

Steals on the ear the distant triumph- 
song. 

And hearts are brave again, and arms 
are strong, 

AUeluial 

6 The golden evening brightens in the 

west: 
Soon, soon to faithful warriors cometh 

rest; 
Sweet is the calm of Paradise the blest. 

AUeluia! 

7 But lo, there breaks a yet more glorious 

day: 
The saints triumphant rise in bright 

array ; 
The King of Glory i>asses on His way. 

Alleluia! 

8 From earth's wide bounds, from ocean's 

farthest coast, 
Through gates of pearl streams in the 

countless host. 
Singing to Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

AUeluia ! 

W. W. HOW. 
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FRIEND after friend departs ; 
Who hath not lost a friend? 
There is no union here of hearts, 

l%at finds not here an end : 
Were this frail world our onbr rest. 
Living or dying, none were blest. 

2 Beyond the fiight of time, 
Beyond this vale of death. 

There surely is some blessdd oUme 

Where life is not a breath ; 
Nor life's affections transient fire, 
^Vhose sparks fiy upward to expire. 

3 There is a world above. 
Where parting is unknown ; 

A w"ho\e eX^nvWis ol Vorq^, 

And ta\\i\x \>eYio\^ ^^ ^i\xvi\i«t^ 
TTanA\a\ieCL to V\aX iKXcn^craa «i^«c^ 



Ah mDmlne U^^d hiib'et HliiDee, 
Td pure And peifeot daj : 
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/^OD ft the iMng, ia vbnvB i?q 



1 3 HelfllHd from Barthlj toll cud Blrife, 

j nitDD ftn t^^ tbouElitd, tbelr vorba 

their TOwen, 
I All Tbino. aiid lot moit tmlinin: 



TtaatnoDBDiUbtrei 



^TB Di tmo deaUi, the ileiiUi at ilu 
That bcxty. loid, and iplilt be 
For e«rTirtng opto ffiee! 



Trom BufferlTUB and Ironi tlas rrdfififlfrd. 

And freed mini eretr viinxe. 
For bom Uili vorld ol Coil and ■trite, 

Tbe^'re pKoent vlth tbe Lard ; 

I End In a l^Bo re«ard. 

S40 ,,,.«„u.. 

' TTB "ftl! adrrp' In Chiljt bit Lord: 
i It- He Enie M Him to kaop 
, Tbe Boid nra great lore bad redeemecl, 
Then calmtj' went to hleep : 
And. u a tired bird folds lu wing, 
I Bure df tbs moEtdnf li^t. 

I And did not di^Ad ^e nigl^ 



Hid was a cblidillto don^deniv-, 

And u bB dated hia eyea. 
The wbltper Tag wiUiln his Boul, 

And Boon the njoalderiDg fnini'o 
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Ho» gmUJhoaveB the eipiHni brtoit I 

So §i'S''5ie''™y "S "" £' 'lSJi„ ° " ' 
A udDI whioh life nor d«tb diMroje ; 
AVhich Tjit unfElt^red soul eiijop, 
mcnll^Uuidib»les''Bltti^tedi>iil)'f 

wS^l'eb™ '""^""spirtl fliea^' ' 
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TT is iiut derith Co die 'I 

1 To leaio tbia wtarj roml, ] 



The wienob tt 



And riao nn BLroDa, uiiltiDif wIe 

Jcana, Thon Prbice Df Uti, 

Like Tbee, tbEc amnuer k Ibe i 
To reiBQ wiifi Tlice on higli. 
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2 ' Blessed ! ' for Dieir work is done : 
Home they went at set of sun ; 
They were weary, it was best 

To lie down and take their rest. 

3 ' Blessed ' ones ! they cahnly sleep, 
Leaving us to wake and weep, 
Still to bear our fleshly pains, 
Sins and doubts and spirit-chains. 

4 ' Blessdd ! ' they have done with tears. 
Sickness, darkness, death, and fears! 
And the soul's long conflict past. 
Victory is theirs at last. 

5 Theirs is the eternal peace. 
Growing with divine increase ; 
Theirs eternal rest above, 
llest in the Eternal Love. 

6 Dwelling in the Light of light 
They possess the Infinite ! 
Every mystery unsealed. 
And the glory all revealed. 

O. BAWSON. 
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LORD, when beside the grave we 
mourn, 
And sorrows round us gather; 
For hope, for strength, to Thee we turn. 

The living God, our Father ! 
Thy children blest in Christ that die. 
What power from Thee can sever? 
All peaceful in Thine arms they lie ; 
To Thee they live for ever. 

2 Thy saving might, Eternal Son, 

The grave's dark fears hath banished ; 
Through Thy dear cross.Thy victory won. 

The sting from death hath vanished. 
O Jesu, by those tears of Thine, 

For human sorrow flowing. 
Uphold us with Thine arm divine. 

Thy comfort still bestowing. 

3 Lift up, O Lord, each mourner's heart, 

Our feeble faith sustaining ; 
For Thou our risen Saviour art, 

In heaven for ever reigning. 
For all who fall asleep in Thee 

Our thankful praise we render; 
In death, O Lord, our refuge be, 

Our life and our defender. 

T. E. POWELL. 
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JOWLY and solemn be 
-i Thy children's cry to Thee, 
Father divine ; 
A hymn of suppliant breath, 
Owning that life and death 
Alike are Thine. 

2 O Father, in that hour, 

When earth all succouring power 

Shall disavow;— 
When spear and shield and crown 
In faintness are cast down ; 

Sustain us. Thou! 

3 By Him who bowed to take 
The death-cup for our sake, — 

The thorn, the rod ; 
J^ozn whom the iast dismay 
Was not to pass away: 
Aid U8, O God I 



664. 



4 Tremblers beside the grave, 
We call on Thee to save. 

Father divine ! 
Hear, hear our suppliant breath. 
Keep us, in life and death. 

Thine, only Thine. 

F. D. HEMAKfl. 
546 77 77 81 

NOW the labourer's task is o'er: 
Now the battle-day is past; 
Now upon the farther shore 
Lands the voyager at last. 
Father, in Thy gracious keeping 1 

Leave we now Thy servant sleeping. 

2 There the tears of earth are dried; 
There its hidden things are clear; 
There the work of life is tried 
By a juster Judge than here. 

Father, in Thy gracious keeping 
Leave we now Thy servant sleeping 

3 There the sinful souls, that turn 
To the cross their dying eyes. 
All the love of Christ shall learn 
At His feet in Paradise. 

Father, in Thy gracious keeping 
Leave we now Thy servant sleepius. 

4 There no more the powers of hell 
Can prevail to mar their peace; 
Christ the Lord shall guard them well, 
Ha who died for their release. 

Father, in Thy gracious keeping 
Leave we now Thy servant sleeping 

5 'Earth to earth, and dust to dust,' 
Calmly now the words we say. 
Leaving him to sleep in trust 

Till the Resurrection-day. 
Father, in Thy gracious keeping 
Leave we now Thy servant sleeping. 

J. ELLERTON. 
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OERVANT of God, well done! 

yj Rest from thy loved employ; 
The battle fought, the victory won. 

Enter thy Master's joy. 

The voice at midnight came ; 

He started up to hear : 
A mortal arrow pierced his frame; 

He feU, but felt no fear. 

2 At midnight came the cry. 
* To meet thy Ood prepare.'' 

He woke, —and caught his Captain's eye ; 

Then, strong in faith and prayer. 

His spirit with a boimd 

Left its encumbering clay : 
His tent at sunrise on the ground, 

A darkened ruin lay. 

3 The pains of death are past; 
Labour and sorrow cease ; 

And, life's long warfare closed at last, 
His soul is found in peace. 
Soldier of Christ, well done ! 
Praise be thy now employ ; 

And >wYv\\e c\ATTva.\ »«iea tviw, 

3. ^O-SPtQiQtt.TSX . 
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78.78.77. 
Thou hast 



TENDER Shepherd, 
stilled 
Now Thy little lamb's brief weeping: 

Ah. how peaceful, pale, and niUd. 
In its narrow bed 'tis sleeping! 
And no sigh of an^niish sore 
Heaves that little bosom more. 

2 In this world of care and pain, 
Lord, Thou wouldst no longer leave it : 

To the sunny heavenly plain 
Thou dost now with joy receive it ; 
Clothed in robes of spotless white. 
Now it dwells with Tnee in light. 

3 Ah, Lord Jesus, grant that wo 
Where it lives may soon be living, 

And the lovely pastures see 
That its heavenly food are giving; 
Then the gain of death we prove, 
Though Thou take what most we love. 
J. w. MKiNRou), irant. c. vnsxyroKTH. 

^^^ 8.7. 

THE journey done, the rest begun, 
The day of death now ended ; 
To life above, on wings of love, 
The freed one hath ascended : 
What we do weep, the Christ doth keep, 

He died that He might save it ; 
The body trust we to the dust,— 
The soul to God who gave it. 

2 Our tears must fall at loss of all 

That time cannot restore us ; 
But to the skies we'll lift our eyes. 

And think of what's before us ; 
There, safe above, with Him whose love 

For all its want provideth. 
The spirit blest, in changeless rest 

Of Paradise, abideth. 

3 Your muffled chime, ye bells of time, 

Ring out with chaJstened gladness ; 
The happy soul needs not your toll. 

As if it dwelt in sadness : 
Toll for the dead who, living, trea<l 

Earth's sinful ways, hard-hearted ; 
But a bright chime, ye bells of time. 

Ring out for Christ's departed. 

4 Their warfare o'er, now never more 

Shall sin or sorrow grieve them ; 
Against that day, not far away. 

In quiet earth we leave them : 
What we do weep, the Christ doth 
keep. 

He died that He might save it ; 
The body trust we to the dust,— 

The soul to God who gave it. 

J. S. B. MONSBLL. 

OOv/ 13.11.13.12. 

THOU art gone to the grave I but we 
will not deplore thee, 
Though sorrows and darkness encom- 
pass the tomb ; 
The Saviour has passed through its 

/ortei- before thee, 
the Itunp of His love is thy gtude 
tbroa^ the gloom 



2 Thou art gone ttr the gravel we bo 
longer behold thee. 
Nor tread the rough path of the 
world by thy side; 
But the wide arms of Mercy are spread 
to enfold tliee, 
And sinners may die, for the Sinless 
has died. 

■\ Thou art gone to the grave ! and, its 
mansion forsaking, 
Terhaps thy weak spirit in fear lingered 
long ; 
But the mild rays of Paradise beamed 
on thy waking, 
And the sound which thou heard'et 
was the Seraphim's song. 

t Thou art gone to the grave! but wc 
will not deplore thee. 
Whose God was thy Ransom, thy 
Guardian, and Gxiide. 
He gave thee, He took thee, and He will 
restore thee ; 
And death has no sting, for the 
Saviour has died. 

JR. U£U£B. 

001 7.6. double. 

THOU hast stood here. Lord Jesus, 
Beside the still cold grave : 
And proved Thy deep compassion, 

And mighty power to save. 
Thy tears of tender pity. 
Thine agonizing groan, 
Teach how for us 'I'hou fetiest, 
Now seated on Thy throne. 

2 Thou hast lain here. Lord Jesus, 

Thyself the victim then, 
The Lord of life and glory, 

Once slain for wretched men., 
From sin and condemnation 

When none but Thee could save. 
Thy love than death was stronger, 

And deeper than the grave. 

3 Thou hast been here, Lord Jesus, 

But Thou art here no more; 
The terror and the darkness. 

The night of death, are o'er. 
Great Captain of salvation. 

Thy triumphs now we smg : 
• O grave 1 vmere U thy victory ? 

death! where is thy sling? 

4 We wait for Thine appearing : 

We weep, but we rejoice; 
In all our depths of sorrow 

We still can hear Thy voice : 
' / am the resurrection ; 

1 live who once was slain ; 
Fear not ! thy friend and brother 

Shall rise with Me, and xeign.' 

J. O. VECK. 
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2 Why should we tttemble to convey 

Their bodies to the tomb? 
There the dear flesh of Jesus lay, 
Aud left a long perfume. 

3 The graves of all His saints He blest, 

And softened every bed : 
Where should the dying members rest, 
But with their dying Head? 

4 Thence He arose, ascending high. 

And showed our feet the way ! 
Up to the Lord we too shall fly 
At the great rising day. 

TVATTS.* 
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TITHY should we start, aud fear to die ? 
y » What timorous souls we mortals 

are! 
Death is the gate of endless joy, 
And yet we dread to enter there, 

2 The pains, the groans, and dying strife, 
Fright our approaching souls away ; 
KtiU we shrink back again to life, 
Fond of our prison and our clay. 

3 O ! if my Lord would come and meet, 
My soul should stretch her wings in 

haste; 
Fly fearless through death's iron gate. 
Nor feel the terrors as she passed. 

4 Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel soft as downy pillows are. 
While on His breast I lean my head, 
And breathe my life out sweetly there. 

WATTS. 



2 Jesus, my Redeemer, lives. 
And His life I once shall see; 
Bright the hope tills promise gives, 
Where He is, I too shall be. 
Shall I fear then? can the Head 
Rise and leave the members dead? 

3 Close to Him my soul is bound. 
In the bonds of hope enclasped; 
Faith's strong hand tnis hold hath found, 
And the Rock hath firmly grasped; 
And no ban of death can j^urt 
From our Lord the trusting heart. 

4 I shall see Him with these ^es, 
Him whom I shall surely know; 
Not another shall I rise. 

With His love this heart shall s^ov; 
Only there shall disappear 
Weakness in and round me here. 

5 Only see ye that your heart 
Ri.sc betimes from earthly lust; 
Would ye there with Him have part, 
Here obey your Lord and trust ; 
Fix your heart beyond the skies, 
Whither ye yourselves would rise. 

LOUISA H. OF BRANDEXBURGH, 

trans, c. winkworth. 
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THE RESURRECTION. 
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BLESSED be the everlasting God, 
The Father of our Lord ; 
Be His abounding mercy praised. 
His majesty adored. 

2 When from the dead He raised His Son, 

And called Him to the sky. 

He gave our souls a lively hope 

That they should never die 

3 What though our inbred sins require 

Our flesh to see the dust. 
Yet as the Lord oiu: Saviour rose, 
So all His followers must. 

4 There's an inheritance divine 

Reserved against that day; 
'Tls uncorrupted, undefiled, 
And cannot fade away. 

5 We by the power of God are kept 

Till the salvation come; 
We walk, by faith, as strangers here. 
Till Christ shall call us home. 

WATTS. 
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TESUS, my Redeemer, lives, 
^ Christ, my trust, is dead no more ; 
la the strength this knowledge gives 
^haJJ not all my fears be o'er. 
Though the night of death be fraught 
fstni with many an anxious thought? 
_ "6 
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THE JUDGMENT. 
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ND will the Judge descend? 
Aud must the dead arise? 
And not a single soul escape 
His all- discerning eyes? 

How will my heart endure 
The terrors of that day. 
When earth and heaven before His face, 
Astonished, shrink away? 

But, ere the trumpet shakes 
The mansions of tne dead, 
Hark ! from the Gospel's gentle voice, 
What welcome tidings spread! 

Ye sinners, seek His grace, 
Whose wrath ye cannot bear; 
Fly to the shelter of His cross. 
And find salvation there. 

So shall that curse remove 
By which the Saviour bled ! 
And the last awful day shall pour 
His blessing on your head. 

DODDRIDUE. 
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GREAT God, what do I see and hear ! 
The end of things created ! 
The Judge of mankind doth appear, 

On clouds of glory seated 1 
The trumpet sounds ; the graves restore 
The dead which they contained before : 
■prepare, la's wraX, \» TD!e«^"ffiafiL'. 

2 T\\c AeaA m C5\vtv&Vi ^'oKi ftwX. vl^s&;« 
At the \aat tnmQ>\»ei^'% tMsujoSMv^*, 
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Caught up to meet Him in the skies. 

With joy their Lord surroanding. 
TsTo gloomy fears their souls dismay, 
His presence sheds eternal di^ 
On those prepared to meet Him. 

But sinners, filled with guilty fears, 
Behold His wrath prevailing. 

For the^ shall rise, and find weir tears 
And sighs are unavailing. 

The day of grace is past and gone ; 

Trembling they stand before the throne, 
All unprepared to meet Him. 

Great God, what do I see and hear ! 

The end of things created! 
The Judge of mankind doth ajqpear, 

On clouds of glory seated ! 
Low at His cross I view the day 
When heaven and earth shall pass away, 

And thus prepare to meet Him. 

B. RiHowAuyr and w. b. ooixtkb. 



558 



O ! quickly come, tne Life of all ; 
For death is mighty all around; 
On every home his shadows fall, 
On every heart his mark is found. 
O ! quickly come ; for grief and pain 
Can never cloud Thy glorious reign. 

O ! quickly come, sure Light of all ; 
For gloomy night broods o'er our way ; 
And weakly souls l>egin to fall 
"With weary watching for the day. 
() ! quickly come ; for round Thy throne 
Xo eye is blind, no night is known. 

L. TUTTIETT. 
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8.7.4 

TO ! He comes with clouds descending, 
-i Once for favoured sinners slain; 
Thousand, thousand saints attending, 
Swell the triumph of His train ; 

Hallelujah! 
Jesus comes, and comes to reign. 

8 Every eye shall now hehold Him, 
Bobed in dreadful majes^; 
Those who set at naught and sold Him, 
Pierced, and nailed Him to the tree. 

Deeply wailing. 
Shall the true Messiah see. 

3 Every island, sea, and mountain. 

Heaven and earth, shall flee away ; 

All who hate Him, must, confounded, 

Hear the trump proclaim the day : 

Gome to judgment 1 
Come to judgment, come away 1 

4 Now redemption, long expected, 

See in sofemn pomp appear! 
All His saints, by men rejected, 
Nov/ shall meet Him in the air : 

HaUelujah ! 
See the day of God appear. 

5 Yea, Amen, let all adore Thee, 

High on Thine eternal throne ! 
Saviour, take the iK>wer and glory ; 
Claim the kingdom for Thine own : 

O come quickly! 
Hallelujah ! come, Lord, come 1 

J. CEKBICK, C. WESLEV, H. MADAS. 
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r\ QUICKLY come, dread Judge of 

For, awful though Thine advent be. 
All shadows from the truth will fall, 
And falsehood die, in sight of Thee. 
O ! quicklv come ; for doubt and fear 
Like clouds dissolve when Thou art near. 

2 O ! quickly come, great King of all ; 

. Reign all around us, and within ; 
Let Bin no more our souls enthral, 
Xet padn and Borrow die with sin. 
O ! quickly eome ; for Thon alone 
Canst make Tby scattered people one. 
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the earth shall 



THAT day of wrath, that 
day, 
When heaven and earth shall pass 

away; 
What power shall be the sinner's stay? 
How shall he meet that dreadful day? 

2 When, shrivelling like a parched scroll. 
The flaming heavens together roll ; 
"When louder yet, and yet more dread, 
Swells the high trump that wakes the 

dead; 

3 O ! on that day, that wrathful day. 
When man to judgment wakes from 

clay. 
Be Thou the trembling sinners stay. 
Though heaven and earth phall pa^s 

away. Walter scott. 

561 

THE Lord will come ! 
quake ; 
The mountains from their centre shake ; 
And, withering from the vault of night. 
The stars withdraw their feeble light. 

2 The Lord will come ! but not the same 
As once in lowly form He came — 
A silent Lamb to slaughter led, 
The bruised, the suffering, and the dead. 

The Lord will come ! a dreadful form. 
With wreath of flame and robe of stoim. 
On cherub-wings, and wings of wind. 
Anointed Judge of all mankind. 

Can this be He, once wont to stray, 
A pilgrim on the world's highway. 
By power oppressed, and mocked by 

pride. 
The Nazarene— the Crucified? 

Go, tyrants! to the rocks complain! 
Go, seek the mountain's cleft in vain ! 
But faith, victorious o'er the tomb. 
Shall sing for joy— the Lord is come! 

HEBER.* 
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THE world is old and sinful, 
Its passing hour is near; 
Keep watch, be hushed and sober. 
The Judge's voice to haax'^— 



h:i lawB of godly MiTD*T 

MuU Into Bonn ot light :- 
Tui ilKhl that fim no ietHus. 



663 

TyUEN JcgiM ooiDD ta inith ot olA 



I ' Tl a Judse ordnLnaTor uultik u 1 1 
ti:m at Mao ao p tylni! raunl 



Anl In th« In; of JnlffllieDt save 



664 ,SC 

WHEt Thon my rtKhtooM Uig 



I ine unions Thy KAlnb.) be to 



T//£ FUTURE GLORY. 
565 ,,6.do«U 

-RRIFF lifa l> hEta OUT poitilll]. 






V th Ood thg FkUiH 



, la thit Im aooept-d du 

/ Tby paidOD ug tolot O let 



T\QlA.m^S« b.mi«r a^lendodr 



THE FUTURE GLORY. 



3 Thou liast no shore, fair ocean ! 

Thou hast no time, hright day! 
Dear fountain of refreshment 

To pilgrims far away I 
Upon the Rock of ages 

They raise thy holy tower ; 
Thine is the victor's laurel. 

And thine the golden dower. 

4 O sweet and blessdd country, 

Shall I e'er eee thy face ? 
O sweet and blessed country. 

Shall I e'er win thy grace? 
Exult, O dust and ashes, 

The Lord shall be thy part : 
His only. His for ever 

Thou Shalt be, and thou art ! 

567 7.6. double. 

PRtrSALEM the golden ! 
With milk and honey blest ! 
Beneath thy contemplation 

Sink heart and voice oppressed. 
I know not, O I know not. 
What joys await us there. 
What radiancy of glory, 
What light beyond compare ! 

2 They stand, those halls of Sion, 

All jubilant with song ; 
And bright with many an angel 

And ail the martyr throng. 
The Prince is ever in them, 

The daylight is serene ; 
The pastures of the blessdd 

Are decked in glorious sheen. 

3 There is the throne of David, 

And there, from care released, 
The shout of tbem that triumph, 

The song of them that feast : 
And they, who with their Leader 

Have conquered in the fight. 
For ever and for ever 

Are clad in robes of white. 

4 O fields that know no sorrow ! 

O state that fears no strife ! 
O princely bowers ! O land of fiowers ! 

O realm and home of life ! 
Jesu, in mercy bring us 

To that dear land of rest ; 
Who art, with God the Father 

And Spirit, ever blest. 

568 

*riALL all who love Thee, Lord, to 
v^ Thee; 

Thou knowest how they long 
To leave these broken lays, and aid 

In heaven's unceasing song.' 
Earth is the place of severance, 

Sin, danger, and defect; 
Call all who love Thee, Lord, to Thee, 

Accomplish Thine elect ! 

2 Father, the whole creation groans. 
Till hi Thine own abode, 
Complete in number and in bliss. 

Shine all the sons of GrOd. 
Let them be manifested, Lord ! 

One couadesB, sacred host, 
JF5rom every world ^nd bygone time, 
From every dime and coaBt 
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3 Prophets, apostles, martyrs, kings, 
The sage, the little child; 
Confessing, through one wondrous death 

They all are reconciled. 
Lord, finish soon the mystery 

Of human death and sin ; 
Let time be ended, and the bright 
'Eternity begin!' 

r. J. BAILEY and g. kawson. 
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* JfOR ever with the Loi-d,' 
•^ Amen, so let it be ! 
Life from the dead is in that word ; 
'Tis immortality! 

2 Here in the body pent, 
Absent from Him I roam ; 

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent 
A day's march nearer home. 

3 My Father's house on high, 
Home of my soul, how near. 

At times, to faith's foreseeing eye. 
Thy golden gates appear! 

4 Ah ! then my spirit faints 
To reach the land 1 love. 

The bright inheritance of saints, 
Jerusalem above ! 

5 Yet clouds will intervene. 
And all my prospect fiies ; 

Like Noah's dove, I Hit between 
Rough seas and stormy skies. 

6 Anon the clouds depart. 
The winds and waters cease; 

While sweetly o'er my gladdened heart 
Expands the bow of peace. 

7 Beneath its glowing arch. 
Along the hallowed ground, 

I see cherubic armies march, 
A camp of fire around. 

8 Then, then, I feel that He,— 
Remembered or forgot,— 

The Lord, is never far from me. 
Though I perceive Him not. 

Part II. S..M. 

• 1?0R ever with the Lord ; ' 
-^ Father, if 'tis Thy will. 
The promise of that faithful word. 
E'en here to me fulfil. 

2 Be Thou at my right hand. 
Then can I never fail ; 

Uphold Thou me, and I shall staml ; 
Fight, and I must prevail. 

3 So when my latest breath 
Shall rend the veil in twain, 

By death I shall escape from death, 
And life eternal gain. 

4 Knowing as I am known. 
How shall I love that word. 

And oft repeat before the throne, 
'For ever with the Lord!' 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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Once they were mouruiug here below, 
And wet theu: couch with tears ; 

They wrestled hard, as we do now. 
With sins, and doubts, and fears. 

I ask them, whence their victory came ;— 

They, with united breath, 
Ascribe their conquest to the Lamb, 

Their triumph to His death. 

They marked the footsteps that He trod, 
His zeal inspired their breast; 

And, following their incarnate God, 
Possess the promised rest. 

Our glorious Leader claims our praise, 
For His own pattern given ; 

While the long cloud of witnesses 
Show the same path to heaven. 

WATTS. 
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HARK, hark, my soul ! angelic songs 
are swelling 
O'er earth's green fields and ocean's 

wave-beat shore : 
How sweet the truth those blessdd 

strains are telling 
Of that new life when sin shall be no 
more! 
Angels of Jesus, angels of light. 
Singing to welcome the pilgrims of the 
night ! 

Onward we go, for still we hear them 

singing, 
' Come, weary souls ! for Jesus bids you 

come ; ' 
And, through the dark its echoes sweetly 

ringing. 
The music of the Gospel leads us home. 

Angels of Jesus, angels of light. 
Singing to welcome the pilgrims of the 

night I 



3 Far, 



like bells at evening 



far away, 

pealing. 
The voice of Jesus sounds o'er land and 

sea. 
And laden souls by thousands meekly 

stealing. 
Kind Shepherd ! turn their weary steps 

to Thee. 
Angels of Jesus, angels of light, 
Singing to welcome the pilgrims of the 

night ! 

Rest comes at length : though life be 

long and dreary, 
The day must dawn, and darksome night 

bo past ; 
Faith's journey ends in welcome to the 

weary. 
And heaven, the heart's true home, will 

come at last. 
Angels of Jesus, angels of light, 
Singing to welcome the pilgrims of the 

night! 

S Angela I sing on, your faithful watches 

keeping. 
Sing us sweet frstgmenis of the songs 
above; 



Till morning's joy shaJl end the ni^t 

of weeping, 
And life's long shadows break in doud- 
less love. 
Angels of Jesus, angels of light, 
Singing to welcome the pilgrims of ib& 

night 1 F. W. FABEB.* 
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HARK ! the sound of holy voices, 
Chanting at the crystal sea 
* Alleluia, AllelHia, 

Alleluia,' Lord, to Thee : 
Multitude, which none can number. 

Like the stars in glory stands, 
Clothed in white ai>parel, holding 
Palms of victory in their hands. 

2 Patriarch, and holy prophet. 

Who prepared the way of Christ, 
King, apostle, saint, confessor, 

Martyr, and evangelist, 
Saintly maiden, god^ matron, 

Widows who nave watched to prayer, 
Joined in holy concert, singing 

To the Lord of all, are were. 

3 They have come from txibulation. 

And have washed their robes in blood. 
Washed them in the blood of Jesus; 

Tried they were, and firm they stood; 
Mocked, imprisoned, stoned, tormented. 

Sawn asunder, slain with sword. 
They have conquered death and Satan 

By the might of Christ the Lord. 

4 Now they reign in heavenly glory, 

Now they walk in golden light. 
Now they drink, as uom a river. 

Holy bliss and infinite ; 
Love and peace they taste for ever, 

And all truth and knowledge see 
Lti the Beatific Vision 

Of the BlessM Tkinity. 

C. WORDSWORTH. 
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HEAVEN is a place of rest from sin ; 
But all who hope to enter there. 
Must here that holy course begin. 
Which shall their souls for rest prepare. 

Clean hearts, O Gol ! in us create; 
Right spirits, Lord, in us renew ; 
Commence we now that higher gtate. 
Now do Thy will as angels do. 

A life in heaven I O what is this? 
The sum of all that faith believc<l : 
Fulness of joy and depth of bliss. 
Unseen, unfathomed, unconceived. 

While thrones, dominions, princedoms, 

powers. 
And saints made perfect, trimnph thus : 
A goodly heritage is ours, — 
There is a heaven on earth for ns. 

The church of Christ, the school of 
T\\e apVn.\, \,ea«&Maa\s8 >aaft -wat^\ 
By \,Yna'HiBU'vVn*-^oV»Sa"te!Mdu 
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6 Firm in His footsteps may wo tread, 
Learn every lesson of His love ; 
And be from grace to glory led. 
From heaven below to heaven above. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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TERtrSAIjEM, my happy home I 

«■ Name ever dear to me ; 

When shall my labours have an end, 

In joy, and peace, and thee? 
When shall these eyes thy heaven-built 

WEllls 

And pearly gates behold, 
Thy bulwarks with salvation strong. 
And streets of shining gold? 

There happier bowers than Eden's 
bloom. 
Nor sin nor sorrow know: 
Blest seats ! through rude and stormy 
seas 
I onward press to you. 

Why should I shrink from pain and woe, 

Or feel at death dismay? 
I've Canaan's goodly land in view, 

And realms of endless day. 

; Apostles, mar^rs, prophets there, 
Around my Saviour stand; 
And soon my friends in Christ below 
Will join the glorious band. 

> Jerusalem, my happy home ! 
My soul still pants for thee : 
Then shall my labours have an end. 
When I thy joys shall see. 

Trans. LATIN hymn. 



5 The bleeding martyrs, they 

Within these courts are found, 
Clothdd in pm-e array, 
Their scars with glory crowned; 
O happy place! 
When shall I be. 
My God, with Thee, 
To sec Thy face? 

6 Ah me ! ah me I that I 

In Kedar's tents here stay; 
No place like that on high ; 
Lord, thither guide my way ; 
O happy place! 
When shall I be. 
My God, with Thee, 
To see Thy face? 

8. CROSSMAK. 
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JERUSALEM on high 
«i My song and city is. 
My home whene'er I die, 
The centre of my bliss : 
O happy place ! 
When shall I be. 
My God, with Thee, 
To see Thy face? 

3 There dwells my Lord, my King, 
Judged here unfit to live ; 
There angels to Him sing, 
And lowly homage give : 
O happy place ! 
When djall I be. 
My God, with Thee, 
To see Thy face? 

3 The patriarchs of old 

There from their travels cease; 
The prophets there behold 
Their longed-for Prince of Peace : 
O happy place! 
When shall I be. 
My God, with Thee, 
To see Thy face? 

4 The Lamb's apostles there 

I might with joy behold. 
The hiurpers I might hear 
Harping on harps of gold : 
Onatfpy plAoel 
When Aall I be. 
My Godt with Thee, 
To see Tby taaei 
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1" ET me be with Thee where Thou art, 
-i My Saviour, my eternal Rest ! 
Then only will this longing heart 
Be fully and for ever blest. 

2 Let me be with Thee where Thou art, 
Thy unveiled glory to behold ; 

Then only will this wandering heart 
Cease to be faithless, treacherous, cold. 

3 Let me be with Thee where Thou art, 
Where spotless saints Thy name adore ; 
Then only will this sinful heart 

Be evil, and defiled no more. 

4 Let me be with Thee where Thou art. 
Where none can die,— where none re- 
move; 

There neither death nor life will part 
Me from Thy presence and Thy love. 

C. ELLIOTT. 
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LORD, if on earth the thought of Thee 
Be life, and strength, and peace. 
How blessdd shall that vision be 
Which never more can cease ! 

3 How blest when we Thy glory sec 
In light without a shade :— 
The glory which surrounded Thee 
Before tiie worlds were made ! 

3 Darkly to us, as through a glass. 

Thy beauty now is shown; 
Then we shall see Thee face to face. 
And know as we are known. 

4 Then cleanse, O Lord, our hearts from 

sin. 
Hallow Thine own abode, 
That naught unclean be found within 
The temple of our God. 

W. HAMMOND. 
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LORD, it belongs not to my care. 
Whether I die or live ; 
To love and serve Thee is my share, 
And this Thy grace mu&t «,lve. 
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'' 3 Christ leads mo through no darker rooms 
Than He went through before ; 
He that into God's kingdom comes 
Must enter by this door. 

4 Come, Lord, when grace hath made 

me meet 
Thy blessed face to see ; 
For if Thy work on earth be sweet, 
What will Thy glory be? 

5 Then I shall end my sad complaints, 

And weary, sinful days ; 
And join with the triumphant saints 
That sing Jehovah's praise. 

6 My knowledge of that life is small. 

The eye of faith is dim ; 
But 'tis enough that Christ knows all, 
And I shall be with Him. 

R. BAXTER. 
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ON Jordan's stormy banks I stand, 
And cast a wistful eye 
To Canaan's fair and happy land, 
Where my possessions lie. 

2 O the transporting, rapturous scene 

That rises to my sight! 
Sweet fields arrayed in living green. 
And rivers of delight! 

3 There genorous fruits that never fail, 

On trees immortal grow; 
There rocks and hills, and brooks and 
vales, 
With milk and honey flow. 

4 All o'er those wide extended plains. 

Shines one eternal day; 
There God the Sun for ever reigns, 
And scatters night away. 

5 No chilling winds, or poisonous breath. 

Can reach that healthful shore; 
Sickness and sorrow, pain and death. 
Are felt and feared no more. 

6 When shall I reach that happy place, 

And be for ever blest? 
When shall I see my Father's face, 
And in His bosom rest? 

S. STENNETT. 
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ONE sweetly solemn thought 
Comes to me o'er and o'er : 
I'm nearer home to-day 
Than I have been before. 

2 N"earer my Father's house, 

Where many mansions be; 
•w carer the great white throne ; 
Nearer the crystal sea. 

3 Nearer the bound of life. 

Where burdens are laid down ; 
Where pilgrims leave the cross, 
And victors gain the crown. 

^ ^A^ f-fien that bound is reached, 
WT// '''^^''> dark aa uighfc, 
Ai f**^^ between my steps 
iJl ^*e blest realms of light. 
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5 Jesus, in whom I trust. 

Perfect my feeble faith, 
That I may calmly cross 
The unknown stream of death. 

6 I may not now be far 

From the dark river's brink; 
I may be near my home,— 
Nearer than now I think. 

P. CAREY.* 
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PARADISE ! O Paradise ! 
Who doth not crave for rest? 
Who would not seek the happy land 
Where they that loved are blest ; 
Where loyal hearts and true 

Stand ever in the light ; 
All rapture through and through 
In God's most holy sight? 

2 O Paradise ! O Paradise ! 

The world is growing: old: 
Who would not be at rest and free 
Where love is never cold; 
Where loyal heju-ts and true 

Stand ever in the light ; 
All rapture through and through 
In God's most holy sight? 

3 O Paradise ! O Paradise I 

'Tis weary waiting here, 
I long to be where Jesus is, 
To feel, to see Him near; 
Where loyal hearts and true 

Stand ever in the light ; 
All rapture through and through 
In God's most holy sight. 

} O Paradise! O Paradise 1 
I want to sin no more; 
I want to bo as pure on earth 
As on thy spotless shore; 
Where loyal hearts and true 

Stand ever in the light; 
All rapture through and through 
In God's most holy sight. 

5 Lord Jesus, King of Paradise ! 
O keep me in Thy love. 
And guide me to that happy land 
Of perfect rest above ; 
where loyal hearts and true 

Stand ever in the light ; 
All rapture through and through 
In God's most holy sight. 

r. W. FABER.* 
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OWHO can comprehend the rest. 
That rest which yet remains ; 
That happy kingdom of the blest, 
Where our Redeemer reigns? 

2 Infinite power defends the place 
From all the assaults of nell ; 
Infinite, everlasting grace 
Supplies the kingdom well. 

[■\ "WhWsVi YaXiOMtva.^ va. ^ife ^qei^a <if love, 
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2 And there are angela, strong and fair, 
Who know not sin nor fear ; 
But what the robes of white they wear— 
* It doth not yet appear.' 

' 3 And there are ransomed spirits too, 
Who once were pilgrims here ; 
But how the Saviour's face they yiew— 
'It doth not yet appear.' 

4 And there are sweet commingling 
thoughts, 

And blest communion there; 
But how they blend their heavenly 
notes— 
'It d<Hh not yet appear.' 

5 And there is worship in the sky, 
And songs of loftiest cheer; 

But how they sweep their harps on high— 
'It doth not yet appear.' 

6 Then, O my soul, with patience wait ; 
The happy hour is near, 

When thou shalt pass the pearly gate, 
Where it will all appear f 

ELIEL DAVIS. 



There is no death in heaven ; 
For they who gain that shore ' 

Have wcm their immortality, | 

And they can die no more. 

Lord Jesus, be otur Guide ; , 

O lead us safely on. 
Till night and grief and sin and death 
Are past, and heaven is won I 

V. M. KNOLLIS. ' 
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THERE is a land of pure deli^^t, 
Where saints immortal reign ; 
Infinite day excludes the night. 
And pleasures banish pain. 

2 There everlasting spring abides. 

And never-withermg flowers ; 

Death, like a narrow sea, divides 

This heavenly laud from ours. 

3 Sweet fields beyond the swelling flood 

Stand dressed in living green. 

So to the Jews old Canaan stood, 

Wliile Jordan rolled between. 

4 But timorous mortals start and shrink 

To cross this narrow sea ; 
And linger shivering on the brink. 
And fear to launch away. 

5 O ! could we make our doubts remove, 

Those gloomy doubts that rise, 
And see the Canaan that we love 
With unbeclouded eyes ;— 

6 Could we but climb where Moses stood, 

And view the landscape o'er. 
Not Jordan's stream, not death's cold 
flood 
Should fright us from the shore. 

"WATTS. 
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rilHERE is no night in heaven ; 
J- In that blest world above 
Work never can bring weariness. 
For work itself is love. 

2 There is no grief in heaven ; 
For life is one glad day ; 
And tears are of those former tilings 
Which aH have passed away. 

J There is no sin in heaven ; 

Behold that bleaadd throng— 
AIJ holy is their spotless robe, 
-^11 holy is their aong I 

134 
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THE roseate hues of early dawn, 
The brightness of the day, 
The crimson of the sunset sky. 

How fast they fade awa^ ! i 

O for the pearly gates of heav^i ! I 

O for the golden floor ! 
O for the Sun of Bighteousneire, 
That setteth nevermore I 

2 The highest hopes we cherish here, 

How fast they tire and faint ! 
How many a spot defiles the robe 

l^at wraps an earthly saint ! 
O for a hcjurt that never sins ! 

O for a soul washed white ! 
O for a voice to praise our King, 

Nor weary, day or night ! 

3 Here faith is ours, and heavenly hope. 

And grace to lead us higher ; 
But there are perfectness and peace 

Beyond our best desire. 
O by T^ love and anguish. Lord ; 

O by Thy life laid down ; 
O that we fall not from Thy grace. 

Nor cast away our crown! 

C. F. ALEXANDER. 
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"HAT must it be to dwell above, ' 
At God's right hand, where Jesus I 
reigns, | 

Since the sweet earnest of His love 
O'erwhelms us on these dreary plains! 
No heart can think, no tongue explidn, 
What bliss it is with Christ to reign. 

2 When sin no more obstructs our right, ' 
When sorrow pains our heart no more, 
How shall we view the Prince of Light, 
And all His works of grace explore! 
What heights and depths of love divine, 
Will there through endless ages shine ! 

3 Well, He has fixed the happy day 
When the last tear shall ffll our eyes; 
And God shall wipe that tear away, 
And fill us with a glad surprise 

To hear His voice, and see His face, 
And feel His infinite embrace f 

4 This is the heaven I long to know; 
For this with patience. I would wait; 
Till, weaned from earth, and all below, ' 

AhOl wave tks TjeXxit, «i(i^'<ii««a:Tii^ cksvg^ 
And 'vvvl\i ^'^ ^d«s^ qwbXi \2&Bai ^"wci. 
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■vrOT lo tie tem.™ ol the Loid, 
iX Thetenipcst, Sk, BUdttni^be; 



utmoia iDQ inmkiDeiiibiu hobi 
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My weary soul would reit ; 
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2 Clearer than dryatal is the stream, 

And bright with endless day ; 
The waves with every blessing teem, 
And life and health convey. 

3 Where'er they flow, contentions cease, 

And love and meekness reign; 
Tlie Lord Himself commands the peace. 
And foes conspire in vain. 

4 Along the shores, angelic bands 

Watch every moving wave ; 
With holy joy their breast expands. 
When men the waters crave. 

5 To them distressdd souls repair, 

The Lord invites them nigh; 
They leave their cares and sorrows there, 
They drink, and never die. 

6 Flow on, sweet stream, more largely flow. 

The earth with glory fill ; 
Flow on, till all the Saviour know. 
And all obey His will. 

W. HURN. 
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LOVE AND UNITY. 
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C1HRIST, from whom all blessings flow 
' Perfecting the saints below. 
Hear us, who Thy nature share, 
Who Thy mystic body are. 

2 Join us, in one Spirit join. 
Let us still receive of Thine ; 
Still for more on Thee we call. 
Thou who fillest all in all. 

3 Closer knit to Thee, our Head ; 
Nourish us, O Christ, and feed ; 
Let us daily growth receive. 
More and more in Jesus live. 

4 Sweetly may we all agree. 
Touched with tender sympathy ; 
Kindly for each other care ; 
Every member feel its share. 

5 Love, like death, hath all destroyed. 
Rendered our distinctions void ; 
Names, and sects, and parties fall : 
Thou, O Christ, art all in aU ! 

WESLEY. 
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n RACIOUS Spirit, Holy Ghost, 
^-^ Taught by Thee, we covet most 
Of Thy gifts at Pentecost 
Holy, heavenly Love. 

2 Love is kind, and suffers long ; 
Love is meek, and thinks no wrong ; 
Love than death itself more strong ; 

Therefore, give us Love. 

3 Prophecy will fade away. 
Melting in the light of day ; 
Love will ever with us stay ; 

Therefore, give us Love. 
4 Faitb will ramah into sight ; 
^lope be emptied in deJight ; 
T^A^ /n Aearen will shine more bright ; 
therefore, give ua Love. 

X30 



777-5. 



5 Faith and Hope and Love we see 
Joining hand in hand agree ; 
But the greatest of the three, 

And the best, is Love. 

6 From the overshadowing 

Of Thy gold and silver wing. 
Shed on us who to Thee sing 
Holy, heavenly Love. 

C. WORDSWORTH. 
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HOW sweet, how heavenly is the sight, 
When those who love the Lord, 
In one another's peace delight. 
And so fulfil His word ! 

2 When each can feel his brother's sigh, 

And with him bear a part ; 
When sorrow flows from eye to eye. 
And joy from heart to heart : 

3 When free from envy, scorn, and pride, 

Our wishes all above,— 
Each can his brother's failings hide. 
And show a brother's love : 

4 When love, in one delightful stream. 

Through every bosom flows; 
When union sweet, and kind esteem, 
In every action glows. 

5 Love is the golden chain that binds 

The happy souls above; 
And he's an heir of heaven that finds 
His bosom glow with love. 

J. SWAIN. 

86.86.8S. 

HOW sweet to think that all who love 
The Saviours precious name, 
Who look by faith to Him above, 

And own His gentle claim,— 
Though severed wide by land or sea. 
Are members of one family. 

2 Christians who dwell on snow-clad 

ground. 

Or on the burning strand. 
And those whose happy home is found 

In our fair peaceful land, 
Are linked by more than earthly tie. 
And form one lovely family. 

3 ' Our Father ' is the hallowed sound 

They breathe from day to day ; 
Trained by His love, their steps are 
found 

In the same heavenward way; 
^eir joys are one, alike their fears. 
The same bright hope their exile cheers. 

4 Yes, they are one— though some, we 

know. 

Have reached the home of love ; 
But those who yet remain below 

Are one with those above; 
In that bright world are mansions fair. 
And all will soon be gathered there. 

n. WHITTEMORE. 
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I -JESUS, nqiled bj Thj er«co, 
O And each to each EnOeHed. 



Maite m into one Spliit AilaJt, 
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THE CHURCH. 



But out of all the Lord 
Hath brought us, by His love ; 
And still He doth His help afford, 
And hides our life above. 

Then let us make our boast 
Of His redeeming power, 
Which saves us to the uttermost, 
Till we can sin no more. 

Let us take up the cross, 
Till we the crown obtain; 
And gladly reckon all things loss. 
So we may Jesus gain. 

WESLEY.* 
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STILL on the homeward journey, 
, Across the desert plain, 

I Beside another landmark, 
I . We pilgrims meet again ; 

We meet in cloud and sunshine, 
I Beneath a changeful sky, 
I With calm and storm before us, 
I As in the days gone by. 

2 We meet with loving greetings. 

Fond wishes from the heart ; 
I As brothers often parted, 
j And soon again to part : 
With tender recollections, 

With many a gentle tear, 
We meet ; for some are wanting ; 
All loved ones are not here. 

3 Safe in the home of Jesus, 

With Him for ever blest. 
How glorious is their portion. 

How undisturbed their rest : 
How gladly will they greet us, 

When, all our journey past. 
We reach the better country. 

The Father's house, at last. 

4 Thus, round the silent landmark, 

Here, on the desert plain. 
We pilgrims meet together. 

With loving hearts again : 
The storm may gather round us, 

But Christ has gone before; 
We follow in His footsteps. 

And doubt and fear no more. 

J. BORTHWICK. 
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CHRISTLAJ^S PARTING. 
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BE with us all for evermore. 
Far parted though on earth we be : 
For O ! to yonder sunlit shore 
We have no other guide but Thee ! 

2 Be with us all, in strength and grace 
For daily need, for holy vow: 
liCt suffering hearts Thy dealings trace ; 
Touch tenderly the fevered brow. 

3 Be with us all .' We cannot know 
Wliat Buddea storm the hours may 
bring: 
/," f^l temptation, joy and woe, 
To Thee for »id etiU let us cling. 



CM. 



4 And when we cease to striye and sigh, 
Where time's uncertainties are o'er, 
'Mid strains of heaven and glories high, 
Be with us all for evermore ! 

A. BOND. 
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BLEST be the dear uniting love, 
That will not let us part I 
Our bodies may far off remove. 
We still are one in heart. 

2 Joined in one Spirit to our Head, 

Where He appoints we go; 
And still in Jesu's footsteps tread, 
And show His praise below. 

3 O may we ever walk in Him, 

And nothing know beside ; 
Nothing desire, nothing esteem. 
But Jesus crucified. 

4 Closer and closer let us cleave 

To His beloved embrace ; 
Expect His fulness to receive 
And grace to answer grace. 

5 Partakers of the Saviour's grace. 

The same in mind and heart. 
Nor joy, nor grief, nor time, nor place, 
Nor life, nor death can part. 

6 But let us hasten to the day 

Which shall om- flesh restore. 
When death shall all be done away, 
And bodies part no more ! 

WESLEY. 
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BLEST is the tie that binds 
Our hearts in Christian lovel 
The fellowship of kindred minds 
Is like to that above. 

Before our Father's throne 
We pour our ardent prayers ; 
Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one. 
Our comforts and our cares. 

3 We share our mutual woes. 
Our mutual burdens bear ; 

And often for each other flows 
The sympathizing tear. 

4 When we asunder part. 
It gives us inward pain ; 

But we shall still be joined in heart, 
And hope to meet again. 

5 This glorious hope revives 
Our courage by the way ; 

While each in expectation lives. 
And longs to see the day. 

6 From sorrow, toil, and pain, 
And sin we shall be free ; 

And perfect love and friendahin relim 
Through all eternity. ^^ 

J. FAWCETT. 
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XT AIL I sweetest, dearest tie that binds 
XX Our glowing hearts in one ; 
HaW \ a«ucxeOL Yio^Q ^«A. \.\va«& ovhc xsivadB 
To Yvaxtnoti^ olvVaft. 

Yrh\c\i 3caxx»' tjwftQYwA ^-^eu*. 



INVITATION TO CHURCH PELLO^WHIP. 



The hope when days and yean are past 
We Bdi shall meet in heaven. 

We all ^all meet in heaven at last, 
We all shall meet in heaven : 

The hope when days and years are past 
We all shall meet in heaven. 

2 What though the northern wintry blast 

Shall howl around our cot : 
What thou^ beneath an eastern sim 

Be cast our distant lot? 
Yet still we share the blissful hope 

Which Jesus' grace has given, &c. 

3 From Burmah's shores, from Afric's 

strand, 

From India's burning plain. 
From Europe, from Columbia's land, 

We hope to meet a^in. 
It is the hope, the blissful hope, 

Which Jesus' grace has given, &c. 

4 No lingering look, no parting sigh, 

Our future meeting knows ; 
There, friendship beams from every eye, 

And love immortal grows. 
O sacred hope I O blissful hope ! 

Which Jesus' grace has given, &c. 

A. SUTTON. 

612 



w 



65.65.6665. 

HEN shall we meet again. 
Meet ne'er to sever? 
When will peace wreathe her chain 

Round us for ever? 
Our hearts will ne'er repose. 
Safe from each blast that blows, 
In this dark vale of woes ; 
Never, no never. 

2 When shall love freely flow 

Pure as life's river? 
When shall sweet friendship glow 

Changeless for ever? 
Where joys celestial thrill. 
Where bliss each heart shall fill, 
And fears of parting chill. 

Never, no never. 

3 Up to that world of light 

Take us, dear Saviour; 
May we all there unite, 

Happy for ever. 
Where kindred spirits dwell, 
There may our music swell. 
And time our joys dispel. 

Never, no never. 

4 Soon shall we meet agun,. 

Meet ne'er to sever ; 
Soon shall peace wreathe her chain 

Round us for ever. 
Our hearts will then repose, 
Secure from earthly woes ; 
Our song of praise shall close, 

Never, no never. 

ALABIC WATTS. 

613 6.6.8.4. 

WITH the sweet word of peace 
We bid oar brethren go ; 
Peace, aa a river to increaae. 
And oeaaehsB flow. 



3 With the calm word of prayer 
We earnestly commend 
Our brethren to Thy watchful care, ' 
Eternal Friend! 

3 With the dear word of love 
We give our brief fareweU ; 

Our love below, and Thine above. 
With them shall dwell. 

4 With the strong word of faith 
We stay ourselves on Thee; 

That Thou. O Lord, in life and death 
Their Help shalt be. 

5 Then the bright word of hope 
Shall on our parting gleam, 

And tell of joys beyond Uie scope 
Of earth-bom dream. 

6 Farewell I in hope, and love. 

In faith, and peace, and prayer ; 
Till He whose home is ours above 
Unite us there ! 

a. WATSON. 
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BRETHREN, we have found the Lord 
Faithful to His loving word ; 
You would joy to know His graces 
Come and seek our Father's face. 

3 Some of us were near despair. 
When we came to Him in prayer,— 
Came to jojrful, sweet relief. 
For He helped our unbelief. 

3 Some drew nigh in childhood's hour. 
Drawn by love's resistless power; 
Ere we felt a grief, or fear, 
Grace and love were shining clear. 

( Some returned to God so late. 
Had His mercy been less great. 
We had missed the life of bllas, 
As we lost the joy of this. 

5 But our witness now is one- 
He for us great things hath done ; 
When we learned on Him to call. 
His compassions saved us aU. 

6 Brethren, see the Saviour's face 
Turned to you with boimdless grace : 
Love Him, trust Him, join our song- 
Mercies to our God belong ! 

E. H. JACKSON. 
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COME in, thou blessfid of the Lord, 
Stoanger nor foe art thou : 
We welcome thee with warm accord. 
Our friend, our brother, now. 

2 The hand of fellowship, the heart 

Of love, we offer thee : 
Leaving the world, thou dost but part 
From lies and vanity. 

3 In "weA ox NiQfe, \xk. V2P3 X ^"t <aaft, \ 

T\ie^ \ew^ XXicvt tc.w\»»^ ^^'^ 
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4 Come with us, wu will do thee good. 

As God to UR hath done ; 
Stand but in Him. as those have stood 
Whose faith the victory won. 

5 And when, by turns, we pass away, 

As star by star grows dim, 

May each, translated into day, 

Be lost and found in Him. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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OCOME with us, we're journeying on, 
A happier land to seek ; 
O come with us, the race we run 
Is promised to the weak. 

2 O come with us, the desert drear 

Shall yield us heavenly food: 
O come with us, no danger fear, 
And we will do you good. 

3 Perplexing doubts and trials too, 

May meet us ou the road; 
The cloud that hides our onward view 
But marks a present God. 

4 The barren sand with plenty teems, 

While He directs our feet ; 
And dark affliction's bitter streams, 
When touched by Him, grow sweet. 

5 And soon shall rise upon our sight 

Fair Canaan's hapi)y shore; 
And we shall pass with calm delight 
The stream He passed before. 

6 Then come with us, our joumeyings 

share, 
And share our heavenly food ; 
And He that hears and answers prayer, 
Our God, will do you good. 

Anon. 
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JESUS, Thy sovereign grace we bless. 
That crowns Thy Gospel with suc- 
cess. 
Subjecting rebels to Thy throne, 
And gathering to Thy fold Thine own. 

2 Those who have now Thy truth con- 

fessed. 
As their own faith and hope and rest. 
We in Thy name with joy embrace 
As fellow-heirs of heavenly grace. 

3 As living members, may they share 
The joys and griefs which others bear ; 
In all Thy ways with vigour move. 
And in Thy service faithful prove. 

4 Prom all temptations them defend. 
And keep them steadfast to the end; 
Ever abiding in Thy love. 

Until they join the church above. 

W. H. BATHURST. 
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/I CHRIST, wifchali Thy members one, 
^ In us Thou sufferest still ; 
And with Thine own victorious might 
Our faiating bouIb <iost fill. 
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2 Make these henceforth Thy care, 

Lord! 
Who would Thy servants be ; 
And teach them bow in days of strife 
To rest secure iu Thee. 

3 Through suffering Thou wast perfected. 

And they must follow Thee 
Through paths of darkness and of toil, 
If they would crowndd be. 

4 In darkness be their guiding light; 

In toil their stay and strength; 
And let them not the warfare fear, 
Its soreness or its length. 

5 For conflicts here in heaven are crowns ; 

Sweet rest for toil and strife ; 
For pain and grief is rapture high: 
For death abundant life. 

R. A. BERTRAM. 
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OLORD, Thou art my Lord, 
My portion and delight ; 
All other lords I now reject, 
And cast them from my sight. 

2 Thy sovereign right I own. 
Thy glorious power confess; 

Thy law shall ever rule my heart. 
While I adore Thy grace. 

3 Too long my feet have strayed 
In sin's forbidden way; 

But since Thou hast my soul reclaimed, 
To Thee my vows I'll pay. 

4 My soul to Jesus joined. 
By faith and hope and love. 

Now seeks to dwell among Thy saints. 
And rest with them above. 

5 Accept, O Lord, my heart, 
To Thee myself I give ; 

Nor suffer me from nence to stray. 
Or cause Thy saints to grieve. 

B. BEDDOME. 

620 

PEOPLE of the Uving God, 
I have sought the world around. 
Paths of sin and sorrow trod. 
Peace and comfort nowhere found; 
Now to you my spirit turns. 
Turns, a fugitive unblest ; 
Brethren, where your altar bums, 
O receive me into rest! 

"2 Lonely I no longer roam, 
Like the cloud, the wind, the wave; 
Where you dwell shall be my home. 
Where you die shall be my grave; 
Mine, the God whom you adore. 
Your Redeemer shall be mine ; 
Earth can fill my heart no more, 
Every idol I resign. 

3 Tell me not of gain or loss. 
Ease, enjoyment, pomp, and power; 
Welcome poverty and cross. 
Shame, reproach, affliction's hour: 
'FoHoio Me!' I know the voice, 
Jesus, Lord, Thy steps I see ; 
"Now 1 laktt lYii "soVl^ Vj^ choice^ 

I 'LVgiht. 1\\^ "VixxtOLftTX wcyw Va Taa\ 
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TEK Si'lour, when to henrcn Be rwe 
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That, ntidy wallihig at thj tide. 

Charfod Hifl whole cooneel ta diMliuii; 
Lin a\r our ranks th« prophef ■ rod, 
Whilews ojhoJd thy haads withptayer. 
Crone .aa a meuenger of peace. ' 

FUled with the Sphit. Bred nith lo'c ; 
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pOyn out Tby Spirit from on hieb : . 
Gnum and ^fta to caeh ■npplj'. I 

WiBdoDi aniT zeaJ and faith hnpart. I 
Ttemen with meetncM, from ahorc. 
Aid").-iru iL^^lB w'hom Iliou'dort ' 

Bs asy and night iWict guard to I 



i<! Ofaii'f Hbepherd afant) 1 
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BAPTISM. 



3 The bmiscd reed, O Jesus, 
Thou breakest not in twain ; 
The smoking flax Thou fannesb 
Into a flame again. 

3 From Thee, Lord, comes the courage 

Once more to front the host. 
Thy strength, most mighty Saviour, 
In weakness shineth most. 

4 O Lord, our humui weakness 

With pitsring eye behold ; 
Uplift the fainting spirit. 
And make the coward bold. 

5 Our hearts, so frail and feeble, 

With love like Thine, Lord, fill, 
That scometh not the erring. 
But hopeth all things still. 

6 O Saviour, glorious Victor 

O'er all the hosts of sin. 
In us Thy strength make perfect, 
In us the victory win. 

w. W. HOW. 



i 
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TITE thank Thee, Lord, for using us, 
*» For Thee to work and spe^; 
However trembling is the hand, 
The voice however weak. 

2 We thank Thee, Lord, that some true 

lays 
Of Thine from us have shone 
Into a world so dark as ours. 
However faint and wan. 

3 I^or tliose to whom, through us. Thou 

hast 
Some heavenly guidance given ; 
For some, it may be, saved tcom death. 
And some brought nearer heaven. 

4 For solace ministered perchance 

In days of grief and pain ; 
For peace to troubled weary souls 
Not spoken all in vain. 

5 Lord, keep us still the same, as in 

Remembered days of old ; 

O keep us fervent still in love, 

'Mid many waxing cold :— 

6 Thy name to name. Thyself to own, 

With voice unfaltering, 
And face as bold and unashamed, 
As in our Christian spring. 

EL BONAB. 



DEATH OF A MINISTER. 
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3 Though earthly shepherds dwell in dust. 

The agdd and the young, 
The watchful eye in darkness closed. 
And mute the instructive tongue,— 

4 The Eternal Shepherd still survives. 

New comfort to impcut; 
His eye still guides us, and His voice 
Still animates our heart. 

5 ' Lo, I am vHth you,' saith the Lord, 

'My church shall safe abide; 
For I will ne'er forsake My own. 
Whose souls in Me confide.' 

6 Through every scene of life and death, 

This promise is our trust : 
And this shall be our children's song. 
When we are turned to dust. 

DODDRIDGE. 



CHRISTIAN ORDINANCES. 
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NOW let our mourning hearts revive, 
And all our tears be dry : 
Why should those eyes be drowned in 
grief. 
Which view a Saviour nigh? 

2 What though the fom of conquering 
death 
Does Ood'8 own 'house invade? ' 

Wlbate though the prophet and the prie&t 
^e aumbered with the dead? 



ggg BAPTISM. 

• 

AROUND Thy grave. Lord Jesus, 
Thine open grave, we stand. 
With hearts all full of gladness. 
To keep Thy blest command : 
So Thee In faith we follow. 

And trace Thy path of love. 
Through the stnuige solemn waters, 
Up to Thy throne above. 

2 Lord Jesus, we remember 

The travail of Thy soul, 
When in Thy love's deep pity 

The waves did o'er Thee roll : 
Baptized in death's cold waters, 

For us Thy blood was shed ; 
For us the Lord of glory 

Was numbered with the dead. 

3 But now Thou art arisen ! 
Thy travail all is o'er, 

Once Thou for sin bast suffered. 

And Thou shalt die no more ! 
Crowned with immortal honour, 

Because of that dark bed. 
Give us to share Thy triumph. 

Thou First-bom from the dead ! 

4 Into Thy death baptizdd, 
O let us with Thee die ! 

And clothe us with Thy risen life, 

And wholly sanctify : 
So freed from the old nature. 

And ransomed by Thy blood, 
May we pass on to glory. 

Alive with Thee to God. 



J. G. DECK. 
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BURIED beneath the yieldhig wave, 
The dear Redeemer lies ; 
Faith views Him in the watery grave. 
And thence beholdfi Hixo. xvsa^ 

Thea ot^eoJt. •ia«Jl'w» ^'^^^^'v^^^ 
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3 With joy we in His footsteps tread, 

Aud would His cause maintain, 
Lllte Him be numbered with the dead, 
Aud with Him rise and reign. 

4 Uis presence oft revives oiu: hearts. 

And drives om: fears away ; 
When He commands, aud strength im- 
parts. 
We cheerfully obey. 

5 Now we, blest Jesus, would to Thee 

Our grateful voices raise : 
Washed in the foinitain of Thy blood. 
Our lives shall all be praise. 

B. BEDDOME. 
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CHILDREN of the King of grace, 
As from earth to heaven ye go, 
Your Retleemer's footsteps trace. 
Follow Him in all ye do. 

2 His sweet presence you wiU find 
Shining on you as ye go : 
Cast your fears and cares behind; 
Trust Him, He will bring you through. 

3 You arc buried with the Lord; 
la the Lord you rise again; 
Now you live upon His word 
Who, to ransom you, was slain. 

4 Hear the voice that speaks from heaven, 
'This is My appointed way;' 
You, whose sins He has forgiven, 
Follow Him without delay. 

5 Mighty Saviour! we obey 
Thy divine, commanding voice; 
Thou hast taught our feet the way, 
In Thy mandate we rejoice. 

6 On Thy promise we rely. 
Hear us from Thy lofty throne : 
Rhine upon us. from on high. 
Bless aud seal us as Thy own. 

J. .SH'AIN. 
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DEAR Lord, and will Thy pardoning 
love 
Embrace a soul so vile? 
Wilt Thou my load of guilt remove, 
And bless me with Thy smile? 

2 Hast Thou discharged my dreadful debt, 
And set the pri.'oner free? 

Canst Thou each bold aflFront forget, 
And save a wretch like me? 

3 And shall my proud rebellious heart 
Yet murmur at Thy will? 

Shall 1 from Thy comniauds depart. 
And wander from Thee still? 

4 Hast Thou for me the cross endured, 
And all the shame despised? 

And shall I be ashamed, O Lord, 
With Thee to be baptized? 

/ s Dhlat Thou the great example load 
/ In Jordan's swelllna flood? 

' S,^^ ebnU my prido disdain a deed 
That's worthy ot my Gotl? 
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6 And shall I still rebellious stand? 
Let fear and shame be gone ! 
This ordinance is Thy command; 
Thy will, my God. bo done! 

J. FELLOWS. 
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HAST Thou said, exalted Jesus. 
'Take thy cross and follow Me?' 
Shall the word with terror seize us, 
Shall wo from the burden flee? 

Lord, III take it ; 
And, rejoicing, follow Thee. 

2 While this liquid-tomb surveying. 

Emblem of my Saviour's grave. 
Shall I shun its brink, betraying 
Feelings worthy of a slave ? 

No, m enter ; 
Jesus entered Jordan's wave. 

3 Sweet the sign that thus reminds mc, 

Saviour, of Thy love for me : 
Sweeter still the love that binds rac. 
In its deathless bond, to Thee : 

O what pleasure. 
Buried with my Lord to be ! 

t Should it rend some fond connection. 
Should I suffer shamo or loss ; 
Yet the fragrant, blest reflection, 
I have been where Jesus was. 

Will revive mo 
When I faint beneath the cross. 

5 Fellowship with Him i)ossessing. 

Let me die to all around ; 
So I rise to enjoy the blessing 
Kept for those in Jesus found, 

When the archangel 
Wakes the sleepers under groimd. 

6 Then, baptized in love and glory. 

Lamb of God, Thy praise I'll sing ; 
Loudly with the immortal story 
All the harps of heaven shall ring; 

Saints and seraphs, 
Sound it loud from every string! 

J. E. GILES. 
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HUMBLE souls, who seek salvation, 
Through the Lamb's atoning blood, 
Hear the voice of revelation. 

Tread the path that Jesus trod : 
Flee to Him your only Saviour, 
In His mighty name confide ; 
In the whole of your behaviour, 
Own Him as your only guide. 

2 Hear the blest Redeemer call you, 

Listen to His gracious voice ; 
Dread no ills that can befall you. 

While you make His ways your choice : 
Jesus says. 'Let each believer 

Be baptiztJd in My name : ' 
He Himself, in Jordan's river, 

Was immersed beneath tho stream. 

3 P\am\v \\ete "H.VR loo\*X»m \.T«Ams« 

Vv>\\ow H.\Ta. vi\\.\vo\v\. aviXaq \ 

\ 'Vovxt "Potwunvivt \^aAa \.\v«a ^ji^vs*- 



\ 
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View the rite ti^ith utidci^tanding : 
Jesiis' grave before you lies! 

Be interred at His commanding, - 
After His example rise. 

J. PAWCBTT. 
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IN all my Lord's appointed ways. 
My journey I'll pursue ; 
Hinder nie not, ye much-loved saints, 
For 1 must go with you. 

2 Through floods and flames, if Jesus lead, 

I'll follow where He goes; 
'Hinder me not,' shall be my cry. 
Though earth and hell oppose. 

3 Through duties, and through trials too, 

I'll go at His command ; 
Hinder me not. for I am bound 
To my ImmanueVs land. 

4 And when my Saviour calls mc home, 

Still this my cry shall be, 
' Hinder me nut : come, welcome death, 
111 gladly go with tljee.' 

J. RYLAND. 
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JESUS ! and shall it ever be, 
A mortal man ashamed of Thee? 
Ashamed of Thee, whom angels praise. 
Whose glories shine through endless 
days? 

2 Ashamed of Jesus ! sooner far 
Let evening blush to own a star; 
He sheds the beams of light divine 
O'er this benighted soul of mine. 

3 Ashamed of Jesus ! just as soon 
Let midnight be ashamed of noon; 
'Tis midnight with my soul till He, 
Bright Morning -Star! bids darkness 

flee. 

4 Ashamed of Jesus ! that dear Friend 
On whom my hopes of heaven depend ! 
No; when I blush,— be this my shame 
That I no more revere His name. 

5 Ashamed of Jesus! yes, I mi^. 
When I've no guilt to wash away, 
No tear to wipe, no good to crave, 
No fears to (luell, no soul to save. 

6 Till then— nor is my boasting vain— 
Till then, 1 boast a Saviour slain 1 
And O ! may this my glory be. 
That Christ is not ashamed of me I 

J. GBIUO. 
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OLORD, whilst we confess the worth 
Of this, the outward seal. 
Teach us the truths herein set forth, 
Deep in our hearts to feel. 

2 Death to the world we here avow, 

Death to each fleshly lust; 
Newness of life our portion now, 
A risen Lord our trust. 

3 And we, O Lord, who now partake 

Of TbJne etenud life. 
With every Bin, for Thy dear sake, 
Would be at oonstaot strife. 
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4 Baptized into the father s name. 

We'd walk as sons of God : 
Baptized in Thine, with joy we claim 
The merits of Thy blood. 

5 Baptized into the Holy Ghost, 

We'd prove His mighty power; 
And, making Thee our only boast. 
Obey Thee hour by hour. 

M. BOWLY.* 
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TTIIS the great Father we adore 

i- In this baptismal sign : 
'Tis He whose voice on Jor«lan's shore 

Proclaimed the Son divii:a. 

2 The Father hailed Him ; let our breath 

In answering praise ascend. 
As, in the image of His death. 
We own our neavenly Friend. 

3 We seek the consecrated grave 

Along the path He trod : 
Receive us in the hallowed wave^ 
Thou holy Son of God ! 

4 Blest Spirit! with intense desire, 

Solicitous we bow ; 
Baptize us in renewing fire, 
And ratify the vow. 

5 Let earth and heaven our pledge record, 

And future witness bear, 
That we to Zion's mighty Lord 
Our full allegiance swear. 

M. O. 8AFFERY. 
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WE gave ourselves to Thee, O Lord, 
Content to be desi)l3cd ; 
When we, obedient to Thy wonl. 
Believed, and were baptized. 

2 Then we avowed that we would die 

Unto the world and sin. 
And live for lumiortality. 
And be for ever Thine. 

3 O never may our souls forget 

Those solemn, joyful days. 
Which live in grateful memory yet. 
And prompt our hearts to praise. 

\ Let not those holy joys be lost. 
Let not our love expiree 
B^tize us in the Holy Gnost, 
Baptize in sacred fire ! 

5 And these who own their Lord to-day, 
O keep them true and pure ; 
May they Thy glorious grace display. 
And to the end endure. 

a W. NOEL. 
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"VrTTLTNESS, ye men and angels, now 
» I Before the Lord we speak ; 
To Him we make omr solemn vow, 
A vow vie Okax* wcA, ■^c$tviss^k^— 

Tba\^ \oTVtt «a VA^ V<»fc\^ ^^^^.^ 

:SoT ttom ia.\a «j»afc "^^ ^^ 5^««w^., 
Or cNer cvuSX vcv* latv^- .^.»js^ 



CBBtaltAN OBDtHAKOBB. 



Will uU QUI ueed supply. 
4 II i^uiilo DUr iloutilful teeC uight. 



THE LUKDS SLTPliB. 
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A rnORDING to Thy araciouB ■ 



I When to the ciom 1 1 



And all Tby love to uie : 
YALvhIla a lJTeatli» a pulfle remiL 

' ThM^LmS,'" 
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1<i Tby klniilDiD 
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gY Christ rtil«ni«l. in Christ ruf 




« Ana tbw tbal dork betioytl -nitbt, 
yna the laaC adveal we a-" 
■Hr ODo West oialn of iovi. 

irniii He 
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\J Christ Cdpradiu in hymiis dtvint; 

OlatT to oii comio™ Lord: 
AntedBte the Joys ubori^, 
OeUbnite the I<Hst ot Idtc 

In the miibt do "Eliou siiiiEar, 
KBBitat Thj presBnoo hi'ie: 
Sanctify na. Lord, and IiIhb^ 
Breathe Tby Sjiirkt, glVE Thy p«a<:f, 
HaiLe III all in Thee i^ainplets ; 
Meet to etand iotori! Thj; aUht, 
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riOMMCNION of my Bairtour'aWonil, 



jHiSlaHlm, 



llTfngBead. 
Jo; And Gomfort here, 



In spirit qoT Kpoemr, 
ah ihe bread, and pour 1 



That I shall ttut vilOi Thee a] 
All I then, though In the loweil 
Thai at Xby UhU I could laeel 
And Be Thoa, know Hicb, (bob t 



FOB B.er hero my rest aball be, 
Close to Ttiy blHdlne aide T 

For HI ™SiB 'Swiour died!'' "*" 

tmintSiu lot laftl, sua tfiT^ 
BptinVlo mo ina ■■\^ Thi -WmA, 
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3 Wash me, and make me ihos Thine own; 

Wash me, and mine Thou art ; 
Wash me,— but not my feet alone,— 
My hands, my head, my heart. 

4 The atonement of Thy blood apply, 

Till faith to sight improve ; 
Till hope in full fruition die. 
And all my soul be love. 

WESLEY. 
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TTEBE, O my Lord, I see Thee face 

XI to face; 

Here faith can touch and handle things 

unseen; 
Here I would grasp with firmer hand 

Thy grace. 
And all my weariness upon Thee lean. 

2 Here I would feed upon the bread of 

God; 

Here drink with Thee the royal wine 
of heaven ; 

Here would I lay aside each earthly 
load, 

Here taste afresh the calm of sin for- 
given. 

3 This is the hour of banquet and of song, 
This is the heavenly table spread for 

me; 
Hero let me feast, and feasting, still 

prolong 
The brief, bright hour of fellowship 

with Thee. 

4 Too soon we rise ; the symbols disap- 

pear ; 
The feast, though not the love, is past 

and gone ; 
The bread and wine remove, but Thou 

art here. 
Nearer than ever, still my shield and 

sun. 

5 Feast after feast thus comes and passes 

by; 
Yet, passing, x)oints to the glad feast 

above; 
Giving sweet foretaste of the festal joy, 
The Lamb's great bridal feast of bliss 

and love. 

H. BONAS. 
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How sweet and sacred is the place, 
With Christ within the doors, 
While everlasting love displays 
The choicest of her stores! 

2 While all our hearts and all our tongues 

Join to admire the feast. 
Each of us cries, in thankful songs, 
'Lord, why was I a guest? 

3 'Why was I made to hear Thy voice. 

And enter while there's room; 
When thousands make a wretched 
choice. 
And rather starve than come?* 

4 Pity the nations, O our God ! 

CoDBtrain the earth to come ; 

Send Tby victoriouB wcvd abroad. 

And bring the stirangerB home. 



5 We long to see Thy churches full. 
That all the chosen race 
May, with one voice and heart and soul. 
Sing Thy redeeming grace. 

WATTS.' 
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IF human kindness meets return. 
And owns the grateful tie ; 
If tender thoughts within us biu-u, 
To feel a friend is nigh;— 

2 O shall not warmer accents tell 

The gratitude we owe 
To Him who died our fears to quell, 
Our more than orphan's woe? 

3 While yet His anguished soul surveyed 
Those pangs He would not flee. 

What love His latest words displayed, 
'Meet, and remember Mel' 

4 Remember Thee! Thy death, Tliy 

shame, 
Our worthless hearts to share! 
O memory, leave no other name 
But His recorded there ! 

GERARD T. MOEL. 
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TESUS is gone above the skies, 

O Where our weak senses reach Him 

not; 
And carnal objects court our eyes, 
To thrust our Saviour from our thought. 

2 He knows what wandering hearts we 

have, 
Apt to forget His lovely face ; 
And, to refresh our minds. He gave 
These kind memorials of His grace. 

3 The Lord of life this table spread 
With His own flesh and dying blood ; 
We on the rich provision feed. 
And taste the wme, and bless tiie God. 

4 Let sinful sweets be all forgot, 
And earth grow less in our esteem ; 
Christ and His love fill every thought. 
And faith and hope be fixed on Him 

5 While He is absent from our sight, 
'Tis to prepare our souls a place, 
That we may dwell in heavenly light. 
And live for ever near His face. 

6 Our eyes look upwards to the hills 
Whence our returning Lord shall come ; 
We wait Thy chariot's awful wheels. 
To fetch our longing spirits home. 

WATTS. 
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TESUS, to Thy table led, 
tP Now let every heart be fed 
With the true and living Bread ! 

While upon Thy cross we gaze. 
Mourning o'er our sinful ways^ 
Turn oxuc %8ATi'es& 'vciVi v'waafc- 

I Draw \3a \o t\^^ ^^"'S^^^^lxv^ ^vS& 
W\i«ncft \.\i«^ ^o^l^ ^^''c^^^ 
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From the bonds of sin release, 
C!oId and wavering faith increase. 
Lamb of God, grant lis Thy peace. 

Ix'ad us by Thy pierced hand, 
Till around Thy throne we stand. 
In the bright and better land. 

11. U. BAYXE8. 
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TESUS, we thus obey 
O Thy last and kindest word ; 
And, in Thine own appointed way, 
We come to meet Thee, Lord. 

2 Thus wo remember Thee ; 
And take this bread and wine 

As Thine own dying legacy, 
And our redemption's sign. 

3 Thy presence makes the feast ; 
Now let our spirits feel 

Tlie glory not to be expressed, 
The joy unspeakable. 

4 With high and heavenly bliss 
Thou dost our spirits cheer ; 

Tliy house of banqueting is this. 
And Thou hast brought us here. 

5 Now let our souls be fed 
With manna from above. 

And over us Thy banner spread 
Of everlasting love. 

C. WESLEY. 
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IAMB of God, whose dying love 
■i Now Thy saints recall to mind, 
Hear us, bless us, from above; 
Let us all Thy mercy find. 

2 Let Thy blood, by faith applied, 
Kvery sinner's pardon seal; 

All in Thee be justified, 
l>ery soul Thy comfort feel. 

3 By Thine agony of pain, 

By Thy precious blood, we pray ; 
Cleanse our hearts from every stain. 
Take our load of guilt away. 

4 Burst our bonds and set us free ; 
Bid our fear and sorrow cease; 
O rememl)cr Calvary! 

Saviour ! bid us go in peace. 

WESLEY.* 
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LORD, at Thy table I behold 
The wonders of Thy grace ; 
But most of all, admire that I 
Should find a welcome place. 

2 What strange, siu'prising grace is this, 

liiat such a soul has room ! 
My Saviour takes roc by the hand. 
My Jesus bids me come. 

3 • Eat. O My friends,' the Saviour cries, 

* The feast was made for you ; 
For you I groaned, and bled, and died. 
And rose and triumphed too.' 

4 With trembling faith and bleeding 

hearts, 
Lord, we accept Thy love : 
Jijoh 18 Thy banquet nere below, 
But richer far above, 
138 



5 Ye saints below, and hoftts of heaven, 
Join all your praising powers; 

No theme is like redeeming love, 
No Saviour is like cms. 

6 Had I ten thousand hsarte. dear Lord. 
I'd give them all to Thee ; 

Had I ten thousand tongues, they all 
Should join in harmony. 

J. STENNETT. 
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LORD Jesus, are we cue with Thee? 
O height, O depth, of love! 
Thou one with us on Calvary* 
We one with Thee above 1 

2 Such was Thy grace, that for our sake 

Thou didst from heaven come dovu; 
Thou didst of flesh and blood partake. 
In all our sorrows one. 

3 Our sins, our guilt, in love divine, 1 

Confessed and borne by Thee; 1 

The gall, the curse, the wrath were Thiue, 
To set Thy members free. 

4 Ascended now, in glory bright. 

Still one with us Thou art; 
Nor life, nor death, nor depth, nor 
height, 
Thy saints and Thee can part. 

5 O ! teach us. Lord, to know and own 1 

This wondrous mystery, , 

That Thou with us art truly one. 
And we are one with Thee ! 1 

6 Soon, soon shall come that glorious day 

When, seated on Thy throne, 
Thou shalt to wondering worlds display , 
That Thou with us art one ! ! 

J. a. DECK. 
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HAPPY day, that fixed my choice. 
On Thee, my Saviour and my God! 
Well may this glowing heart rejoice. 
And tell its raptures all abroad. 

2 O happy bond, that seals my vows 
To Him who merits all my love ! 
Let cheerful anthems fill His houae. 
While to that sacred shrine I move. 

3 Tis done ! the great transaction's done; 
I am my Lords, and He is mine; 
He drew me, and I followed on-. 
Charmed to confess the voice divine. 

4 Now rest, my long-divided heart. 
Fixed on this blissfid centre, rest : 
With ashes wso would grudge to part. 
When called on angels' oreaa to feast? 

5 High heaven, that heard the solemn 

vow, 
That vow renewed shall daily hear; 
Till in life's latest hour I bow. 
And bless in death a bond so dear. 

DODDRIDOB. 
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TRO\J viVvo didfti this rite reveal 
Ot OUT \A«&V. l«b\V?cv \Xv« %VeGi«xA%MJU 
To Tbee 'vu *\Ai\\., liot^-w^ >u»ff\^ 







a Thou. laiDllx loi 
thanght, 



1 iDd (Mbly ■onghl, 
Jul ronrot: 
mo, vilb SOT 
mlxrTbee. 



tiHTiDur, rupcDiboiiiie Thee? 
Which liiuu«ht rbnc Fram Tb; lb 



3 Tb; dylug wnn1^ O Lard, we b. 
Tbough heun sad ttcili mut (li: 

ThmuBh Thee the (eeblmt ibidl ptetiUI. 

664 ,, 

•mILL Hi coinc ' O kb UlB wonta 
J. Lin wr on Uie trembUng ahcwUi : 



It It oDly. 'I^^^^ii^.' 
I CJmidv HDd eonlUoU nnuhd ni nrHe; 

Would we bne QUI Knaw 1«T 

All the ibaiiKwa of the cma. 

All th>t Mill Um world to KM, 

Death, and dufaiea, nod the lamb. 

Unlj whisper, •TiOlri cow.' 
. a«, the reut o£ Ian la ntsd, 

Brink the Btae end bSeg the btHMl: 



Tb; intnw, ohedSent M Ths wonl. 
Willi humble joj aumjiindTby Iwanl : 

Ptoolelm Thj death md ■hoot^'iTiy 
New thioosh Thy lile> eicnial days. 



THE LORD'S DAT. 

N' the Laid oT life and 
-"-M the Sin.- 

n eeleatlat d^. 
.hstwl; 

asr 



dey. 



TrluuiiihaDt EroiD the I 
Fhe powen ot lUiknen leaaned bi vati 

To bind Hit >Dul In deaOi : 
ae thuik their khudom when Be Fell f 

With His eipkimfl breath. i 

*mlnowHl80onqaeihiKOhaiiotw]iecli ! 
Wbilc, bioken 'ncath Hii powertnl moil, 
ndB day In (prnteful hamnfle paid. 

And prtiHe oQ erery toneue. i 
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WH ATmjaleriea, Lord, in The* oom- 
I*e fiiXSe^lMl ; 'ill end,'ll« head ; 

j] O lore Ijerood Uh Bbetob ol tboutht ! 
What nutehUH woDden hath It 

Xy fal(h!?Ule >he the (mce dedueg, 
Tremblei beoeatli the load ihs beui. 

Tender to jrftj^etniiig to un ! 
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A NOTHER Kill rlajq' work is don 
A AnoUiffl-SahbeUlliibejuu: 



3 tli&t ovc tbougbta mid thanks ui 
Ki Enteful incenee. to the eUei ; 
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5 With joy, great God, Thy works we 

view, 
In rarious scenes, both old and new ; 
With praise we think on mercies past 
With hope we future pleasures taste. 

6 In holy duties let the day, 
In holy pleasures pass away ; 

How sweet a Sabbath thus to spend, 
In hope of one that ne'er shall end ! 

J. 8TENNBTT. 

668 86.84. 

HAIL ! sacred day of earthly rest, 
From toil and trouble free : 
Hail ! day of light, that bringest light 
And joy to me. 

3 A holy stillness, breathing calm 
On all the world around. 
Uplifts my soul, O God, to Thee, 
Where rest is found. 

3 No sound of jarring strife is heard, 

As weekly labours cease : 
No Toice, but those that gladly sing 
Glad songs of peace. 

4 All earthly things appear to fade, 

As, rising high and higher, 
The yearning voices strive to join 
The heavenly choir. 

5 Accept, O God, my hymn of praise, 

That Thou this day hast given, 
Bright foretaste of that endless day 
Of rest in heaven. 

G. THRINO. 

669 78.78.77. 

LIGHT of light, enlighten me. 
Now anew the day is dawning ; 
Bun of ffrace, the shadows flee. 
Brighten Thou my Sabbath morning ; 
With Thy joyous sunshine blest, 
Happy is my day of rest 1 

2 Fount of all our joy and peace, 
To Thy living waters lead mc ; 

Thou from earth my soul release, 
And with grace and mercy feed me : 
Bless Thy word that it may prove 
Bich in fruits that Thou dost lore. 

3 Kindle Thou the sacrifice 
That upon my lips is lying; 

Clear the shadows from mine eyes, 
That, from every error flying. 
No strange fire may in me glow 
Which Thine altar doth not know. 

4 Let me with my heart to-day, 
'Holy, Holy, Holy,' smging, 

Rapt, awhile from earth away, 
All my soul to Thee up-springing, 
Have a foretaste inly given 
How they worship Thee in heaven. 

5 Rest in me and I in Thee ; 
Baild a Paradise within me ; 

O reveal Tbyselt to me, 
Blesaid love who diedst to win me ; 
Fed from Thine exhaustless urn, 
-^Tire and bright my lamp shall burn 

140 



6 Hence all care, all vanity. 
For the day to God is hol^ ; 

Come, Thou glorious fifaj^ty ! 
Deign to fill this temple lowly ; 
Naught to-day my soul shall move, 
Simply resting in Thy love. 

B. SCHHOLKE, trOIM. C. WIKKWOKTH. 
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7.6. doable. 

ODAY of rest and gladness ! 
O day of joy and light ! 
O balm of care and sadness ! 

Most beautiful, most bright; 
On thee the high and lowly, 

Through ages joined in tune, 
Sing 'Holy, Holy, Holy/ 
To the great God triune. 

2 On thee, at the creation. 

The light first had its birth ; 
On thee, for our salvation, 

Christ rose from depths of earth ; 
On thee, our Lord victorious. 

The Spirit sent from heaven ; 
And thus on thee most glorious 

A triple light was given. ' 

3 Thou art a port protected 

From storms that round va rise ; i 
A garden intersected 

With streams of Paradise; 
Thou art a cooling fountain 

In life's dr^ dr^ury sand ; 
From thee, like Pisgah's mountain. 

We view our Promised Land. 

4 To-day on weary nations 

The heavenly manna taUa ; 
To holy convocations 

The silver trumpet calls, 
Where Gospel light is Rowing 

With pure anoT radiant beams ; 
And livmg water flowing 

With soul-refreshing streams. 

5 May we, new graces gaining 

I^om this our day of rest. 
Attain the rest remaining 

To spirits of the blest; 
And there our voice ui»alsing 

With all the heavenly host, 
Sing praise to God the Father, 

The Son, and Holy Ghost. 

O. WOBDSWOBTH. 

671 

SWEET is the work, my God, my 
King, 
To praise Thy name, give thanks, and 

sing; 
To show Thy love by morning light. 
And speak of all Thy truth at ni^t 

2 Sweet is the di^ of saored rest. 

No mortal care shall seize my breast; 
O may my heart in tone beiound, 
Like David's harp, of solemn sound ! 

3 My heart shall triumph in my Lord, 
And bless His works, and bless His 

WOT^\ I 

Thiy wotY& ol citMA^ \tfm \sAi^ ^Ot«5) 

Ai\nQ\ 
How deepTVv^i oiQXtnsRSiaWtfam ^^iNsiv. 



L.M. 
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4 But O ! what triumphs shall I raise 
To Thy dear name through endless days, 
When in the realms of joy I see 
Thy face in full felicity ! 

5 Sin, my worst enemy before, 

Shall vex my eyes and ears no more; 
My inward foes shidl all be slain* 
Nor Satan break my peace again. 

6 Then shall I see, and hear, and know 
All I desired or wished below ; 

And every power find sweet employ 
In that eternal world of Joy ! 

WATTS. 
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7.6. double. 

THE dawn of God's dear Sabbath 
Breaks o'er the earth again, 
As some sweet summer morning 

After a night of pain. 
It comes as cooling showers 
To some enchanted iMid, 
As shade of clustered palm-trees 
'Mid weary waste of sand. 

2 O day, when earthly sorrow 

Is merged in heavenly joyl 
And trial changed to blessing, 

That foes may not destroy; 
When want is turned to fulness, ' 

And weariness to rest. 
And pain to wondrous rapture. 

Upon the Saviour's breast! 

3 Lord, we would bring for oflferinjf,— 

Though marred with earthly soil,— 
A week of earnest labour. 

Of steady, faithful, toU ; 
Fair fruits of self-denial. 

Of strong, deep love to Thee, 
Fostered by Thine own S|drit, 

In our humility. 

4 And we would bring our burden 

Of sinful thought and deed. 
In Thy pure presence kneeling, 

From bondage to be freed ; 
Our heart's most bitter sorrow 

For all Thy work undone; 
So many talents wasted. 

So few bright laurels won! 

5 May we in joy and gladness. 

Reach Thy deur home at last. 
When life's short week of sorrow 

And sin and strife is past ; 
When angel-hands have mthered 

The fair, ripe fruit for Thee, 
O Father, Lord, Redeemer, 

Most Holy Trinity ! 

ADA CAMBRIDOE. 
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rriHIS day, at Thy creating word, 
X First o'er the earth the light was 

poured: 
O Lord, this di^ upon us shine. 
And fill our souls with light divine. 

2 This day the Lord, for sinners slain, 
In might riotoriooB rase again : 
O Jesus, may we nisdd be 
JPivm death of sin to life in Thee. 



8.91. 



3 This day the Holy Spirit came 
With fiery tongues of cloven fiame : 
O Spirit, fiU our hearts this day 
With grace to hear, and grace to pray 

4 O day of light and life and grace ! 
From earthly toils sweet resting-place ! 
Thy hallowed hours, best gift of love, 
Give we again to God above 1 

5 All praise to God the Father be. 
All praise. Eternal Son, to Thee, 
Whom with the Spirit we adore 
For ever and for evermore. 

W. W. HOW. 

674 

rpHIS is the day of Light I 
± Let there be light to-day I 
O Dayspring, rise upon our night. 
And chase its gloom away. 

a This is the day of Rest * 
Our failing strength renew ; 
On weazy brain and troubled breast 
Shed Thou Thy freshening dew. 

3 This is the day of Peace ! 
Thy Peace our spirits fiUI 
Bid Thou the blasts of discord cease ; 
The waves of strife be stilL 

This is the day of Prayer ! 
Let earth to heaven draw near ; 
Lift up our hearts to seek Thee there. 
Ck)me down to meet us here. 

This is the First of days ! 
Send forth Thy quickening breath, 
And wake dead souls to love and inraise^ 
O Vanquisher of Death ! 

J. ELLEBTON. 
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THOU glorious Sun of Righteousness, 
On this day risen to set no more. 
Shine on us now to heal, to bless. 
With brighter beams than e'er before. 

2 Shine on Thy work of grace within. 
On each celestial blossom there ; 
Destroy each bitter root of sin. 
And make Thy garden fresh and fair. 

3 Shine on those unseen things, displayed 
To faith's far-penetrating eye ; 
And let their splendour cast a shade 
On every earthly vanity. 

4 Shine in the hearts of those most dear. 
Disperse each cloud 'twixt them and 

Thee: 
Their glorious heavenward prospects 

* Light in Thy light,' O let them see! 

5 Shine, till Thy s^orious beams shall 

chase 
The blinding film from every eye; 
TiU every earthly dwelling-place 
Shall hail the Dayspring from on high. 

6 Shine on, shine ow^ ■Etextai. ^xssk-V 
Povxi tvcSoAX ^<icA& o\ \>i» •asia.Xv^P^> 
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EXHORTATION TO WORSHIP. 
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COME, ye disconsolate, where'er ye 
languish, 
Come, at the throne of God fervently 

Here bring your wounded hearts, here 
tell your anguish; 

Earth has no sorrow that heaven can- 
not heal. 

2 Here dwells the Father ! love's waters 

are streaming 

Forth from the throne of God, plen- 
teous and pure ; 

Come to His temple for mercy redeem- 
ing; 

Earth has no sorrow that He cannot 
cure. 

3 Here waits the Saviour ! all gentle and 

loving, 

Ready to meet us, His grace to reveal ; 

On Him cast the burden, trustfully 
coming ; 

Earth has no sorrow that Christ can- 
not heal. 

4 Here speaks the Comforter! Light of 

the straying; 
Hope of the penitent; Advocate sure; 
Joy of the desolate ; tenderly saying, 
* Earth has no sorrow My grace cannot 



Our wilUng feet shall stand 
Within the temple door : 
While young and old, in many a band, 
Shall throng the sacred floor. 

Pray for Jerusalem, 
The city of our God : 
The Lord from heaven be kind to them 
That love the dear abode. 

Within these walls may peace 
And harmony be found ; 
Zlon, in all thy palaces. 
Prosperity abound! 

For friends and brethren dear 
Our prayers shidl never cease; 
Oft as they meet for worship h^re, 
Grod send His i)eople peace ! 

J. MONTaOMERY. 
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cure; 



677 



T. MOORE. 



7.6. double. 

YE children of the Father, 
For whom the Son did die. 
Close, close around Him gather ; 

Ye cannot come too nigh. 
Draw near, by Him invited. 

Made bold by His own might. 
By His own smile delighted, 
With His own presence bright. 

2 Throw every power and passion 

Into each song, each prayer; 
Bring a free, full oblation! 

Let all your strength be there! 
With utmost rapture greet Him! 

Your inmost souls outpour! 
Spirit to spirit meet Him ; 

Within the veil adore : 

3 Thou openest. Lord! we enter; 

Thou callest ; lo ! we come. 
Within the veil we venture. 

And find our Lord at home. 
Here, nigh to Thee, we tarry ; 

Here, close we wait on Thee, 
And when we go to glory, 

'Twill be Thy face to see. 

T. U. (JILL. 

THE JOY OF CHRISTIAN 
678 WORSHIP. 

f^LAD was ray heart to hear 
tT My old companions say, 

'Come, in the bouse of God appeax, 

J^or 'tis a holy day.' 
142 
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HOW lovely are Thy dwellings. Lord, 
From noise and trouble free ! 
How beautiful the sweet accord 
Of souls that pray to Thee ! 

2 They pass refreshed the thirsty vale, 

The dry and barren ground. 
As through a verdant, fruitful dale. 
Where springs and showers abound. 

3 They journey on from strength to 

strength, 
With joy and gladsome cheer; 
Till all before our God at length 
In Zion do appear. 

For God the Lord, both sax*, and shield. 
Gives grace and glory bright : 

No good from them shall be withheld. 
Whose ways are just and right. 

MILTON. 
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How pleased and blest was I 
To hear the people cry— 
' Come, let us seek our God to-day ! * 
Yes, with a cheerful zeal. 
We haste to Sion's hill, 
And there our vows and honours pay. 

2 Sion, thrice happy place ! 
Adorned with wondrous grace. 

And walls of strength embrace thee 
round ; 
In thee our tribes appear. 
To pray and praise and hear 

The sacred Grospel's joyful sound. 

3 May peace attend thy gate. 
And joy within thee wait. 

To bless the soul of every guest! 
The man that seeks thy peace. 
And wishes thine increase, 

A thousand blessings on him rest ! 

4 My tongue repeats her tows, 

' Peace to this sacred house ! ' 
For there my friends and kindred dwell ; 
AncV. e,mcQ ms %VQYVQua Qod 

Mv 60\xi dosJl eN«t Vw^ >^«^ "^^sau 
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OGOD of hosts, the mighty Lord. 
How lovely is the jplace 
"Where Thou, enthroned m glory, show'st 
The brightness of Thy face ! 

2 My longing soul faints with desire 

To view Thy blest abode; 
My panting heart and flesli cry out 
For Thee, the living God. 

3 For in Thy courts one single day 

Tls better to attend, 
Than, Lord, in any place besides 
A thousand days to spend. 

4 O Lord of hosts, my King and God, 

How highly blest are they 
Wlio in Thy temple always dwell. 
And there Thy praise display ! 

5 To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

The God whom we adore. 
Be glory, as it was. is now. 
And shall be evermore! 

TATS and BRADY. 
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PLEASANT are Thy courts above, 
In the land of light and love ; 
Pleasant are Thy courts below, 
In this land of sin and woe. 
O ! my spirit longs and faints 
For the converse of Thy saints. 
For the brightness of Thy face, 
King of glory, God of grace. 

3 Happy birds that sing and fly 
Kound Thine altars, O Most High! 
Happier souls that find a rest 
In their heavenly Father's breast : 
Like the wandering dove that found 
No repose on earth around. 
They can to their ark repair, 
And enjoy it ever there. 

3 Happy souls ! their praises flow 
£veu in this vale of woe : 
Waters in the desert rise. 
Manna feeds them from the skies : 
On they go from strength to strength 
Till they reach Thy throne at length. 
At Thy feet adoring fall 

Who hast led them safe through alL 

4 Lord, be mine this prize to win ; 
Guide me through a world of sin : 
Keep me by Thy saving grace ; 
Give me at Thy side a i)Iace: 
Sun and shield alike Thou art. 
Guide and guard my erring heart; 
Grace and glory flow from Thee, 
Shower, O shower them, Lord, on me ! 

H. F. LYTE. 

683 

BRIGHT Thy presence 
breaketh, 
Lordjon some rapt soul apart ; 
Sweet Thy Spirit when it speaketh 
J*eace onto some lonely heart ; 

Blest the raptures 
JVom uoaided Hits that start 



8.7.4 
when it 



2 But more bright Thy presence dwelleth 

In a waiting, burning throng ; 
Yet more sweet the rapture swelleth 
Of a many-voicdd song : 

More divinely 
Glows each soul glad souls among. 

3 Whatr a mighty prayer love bringeth, 

When true hearts together yearn ! 
What a fraerant fire unspringeth. 
When glad lips together bum I 

Bright their journey, 
Heavenward who together turn. 

4 Not alone each angel waitetfa ; 

Not apart each seraph sings ; 
Lo ! the heavenly host dilateth. 
Circling bright the King of kings : 

List! the rapture 
From ten thousand voices rings. 

5 With that radiant throng supernal. 

Grant me, Lord, to shine for Thee ; 
With that harmony eternal. 
Blend my song eternally. 

Let me love Thee 
Dearer still in company ! 

T. H. GILL. 

684 

TIS sweet, O God, to sing Thy praise 
Till all our spirits glow ; 
And we can almost seem to raise 

The notes of heaven below; 
Hearts all on fire, and feelings strong. 
And sonls all melting in our song. 

2 But, O ! if songs like these are sweet. 

Far sweeter those must be 
Where all Thy ransomed ones shall 
meet 

From sin and sorrow free ; 
Where nought of discord can intrude 
To mar that mighty multitude. 

3 How vast that heavenly temple is! 

How ravishing the song ! 
O how unspeakable the bliss 

Of that exulting throng ! 
Swelling, for evermore, the strain 
Of praise to Him who once was slain. 

4 Ours, Saviour, may these raptures be. 

When earthly joys are past; 
And having lived on earth to Thee, 

May we exchange at last 
This house— these hours of praise and 

prayer. 
For holier, happier worship there. 

T. R. TAYLOR. 
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BLESSINGS SOUGHT. 

685 

AT even, ere the sun was set. 
The sick. OLord, around Thee lay ; 
O ! in what divers pains they mot ; 
1 with what \o^ usks h»«o*. ■aw^isi \ 

We Vlho^ wmQl Ve^ ^"^^^ ^'^'^'^ \i;^ 
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3 O Saviour Olirist, oar woes dispel ; 
For some are sick, and some are sad ; 
And some have never loved Thee well« 
And some have lost the love they had ; 

4 And some are pressed with worldly 

care, 
And some are tried with sinfnl donbt ; 
And some such grievous passions tear, 
That only Thou canst cast them out ; 

5 And some have found the world is vain, 
Yet from the world they break not free : 
And some have friends who give them 

pain. 
Yet have not sought a friend in Thee. 

C O Saviour Christ, Thou too art Man: 
Thou hast been troubled, tempted, 

tried ; 
Thy kind but searching glance can scan 
The very wounds that shame would 

hide; 

7 Thy touch has stiU its ancient power; 
No word from Thee can fruitless fall ; 
Hear, in this solemn evening hour, 
And in Thy mercy heal us all. 

H. TWKLLS. 
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BEFORE Thy mercy-seat, O Lord I 
Behold Thy servants stand, , 

To usk the knowledge of Thy word, i 
The guidance of Thy hand. 

3 Let Thy eternal truths, we pray. 
Dwell richly in each heart; 
That from the safe and narrow way 
We never may depart. 

3 Lord, from Thy word remove the seal, 
Unfold its hidden store ; 
And teach ns, as we read, to feel 
Its value more and more. 

A Help us to see a Saviour's love 
Shining in every page ; 
And let the thought x>f joys above 
Our inmost souls engage. 



4 With Thee and Thine for ever bnmd, 
May all the souls who here unites 
With harps and atrnga Thy thronenr- 

ronnd. 
Best in Thy love, and reign in Bc^ 

J. MONTaOMSRT. 

688 

FThy presence we appear: 
Lord, we love to worship here. 
When, within the veil, we meet 
Thee upon Thy mercy-seat. 

2 While Thy glorious name is sung. 
Touch our lips, unloose our tongne: 
Then our joyful souls shall bless 
Thee the Lord our Bi^teousness. 

3 While to Thee oiur prayers ascend. 
Let Thine ear in love attend. 
Hear us, for Thy Spirit pleads : 
Hear, for Jesus intercedes. 

4 While Thy word is heard with awe, 
And we tremble at Thy law. 

Let Thy Gospel's wondrous love 
Every doubt and fear remove. 

5 While Thy ministers proclaim 
Peace and pardon through Thy name, 
In their voices let us own 
Jesus speaking from the throne. 

6 From Thy house when we return, 
' Let our hearts within us bum ; 

That at evening we may say, 

•We have widked with God to-day.' 

J. MONTGOMERY. 
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PSTJS, assembled in Thy name. 
Thy promise at Thy hand we daim ! 
We do believe: O let us see 
Great signs and wonders wrouf^t by 
Thee. 

2 Now let Thy mighty power be known; 
Now break or melt these hearts of stone. 
We do believe : idiall we not see 
New signs and wonders wroun^t by 
Thee? 



<; Thus, while Thy word our footsteps 3 Claim now the souls whom Thou hast 



guides, 
O may we safely go 
To those fair realms where love provides 
A final rest from woe ! 

W. H. BATHURST. 
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COMMAND Thy blessing from above, 
O God, on all assembled iiere ; 
Behold us with a Father's love. 
While we look up with filial fear. 

2 Command Thy blessing, Jesus, Lord ; 
May we Thy true disciples be ! 
Speak to each heart the mighty word ; 
/ Say to the weakest, 'Follow Me,' 

3 Command Tby blessinff in this hour, 
SMrit of tratb, and fill this place 



bought ; 
Fetch home the wanderers Thoa bast 

sought ; 
See, Loral we bring our sick to Thee: 
Let this the hour of mercy be. 

4 O loving Saviour, mighty Lord ! 
We rest on Thine all-faithful word; 
We do believe : and we shall see 
Yet greater wonders wrouc^t by Thee. 

KYLE'S COLLECXTOy. 

690 ^ 

LOBD, we come before Thee now ; 
At Thy feet we humbly bow, 
O do not our suit disdain : 
Shall we seek Thee, Lord, in vidn? 
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CLOSE OF SERVICE. 



te own appointed way, 
iJaeelk Tbee; here we stay : 
.*om hence we would not go, 
lessfaig Thou bestow. 

>me message from Thy word, 
ay joy and peace afford : 
r Spirit now impart 
ration to each heart. 

t those who weep and mourn ; 
time of joy return : 
hat are cast down iift up: 
lem strong in faith and hoi>e. 

bat all may seek and find 
God supremely kind ; 
e sick: the captive free: 
ill rejoice in Thee. 

W. HAMMOND. 

8b. 
) of our f oreftithers ! hear, 
d make Thy faithful mercies 

known: 
;, through Jesus, we draw near, 
fering, well-belovdd Son, 
a Thou art well-pleased that we 
iling face should ever see. 

lemn faith we offer up, 

ead before Thy glorious eyes, 

ly ground of all our hope, 

icious, bleeding sacrifice, 

brings Thy grace on sinners 

wn, 

fects all our souls in one. 

ice through His only name, 
less in His blood, we have; 
•e abmadant life we claim 

Him, who died our souls to 
^e, 

tify us by His blood, 
us with the life of God. 

behold Thy dying Son! 
If the blood that speaks above ; 
( all Thy graces shown, 
ghteousness, and joy, and love ; 
zdom come to every heart. 
Thou hast, and all Thou art ! 

WESLEY.* 
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>X7, the true and only light, 
}ct the souls that walk in night, 
ig them 'neath Thy sheltering 

their blest redemption there. 

) those who blindly roam, 
le wanderer kindly home ; 
rts astray that union crave, 
se in doubt confirm and save. 

he deaf may hear Thy voice, 
)b to speak of Thee rejoice: 
akless heart its silence break, 
ight by Thee, confession make. 

ho in error wander wide, 



5 So they who sing Thy prahie above 
With us shall jom in bonds of love ; 
And Thee for all Thy grace adore. 
On earth, in heaven, for evermore. 

HKS&MAN, tran9. w. ball. 



CLOSE OF SERVICE. 

693 

ABIDE with me,f ast falls the eventide : 
The darkness deepens ; Lord, with 
me abide; 
When other helpers fail, and comforts 

flee. 
Help of uie helpless, O abide with me I 

a Swift to its close ebbs out life's little 

day; 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass 

away: 
Change and decay in all around I see : 

Thou who changest not, abide with 

me! 

3 Not a brief glance I beg, a passing word. 
But as Thou dwell'st with Thy disciples. 

Lord- 
Familiar, condescending, patient, free. 
Come not to sojourn, but abide with me ! 

4 Come not in terrors, as the King of 

kings. 
But kind and good, with healing In Thy 

wings; 
Tears for all woes, a heart for every plea ; 
Come, Friend of sinners, thus abide with 

me! 

5 I need Thy presence every passinghour,— 
What but Thy grace can foil the 

tempter's power? 
Who like Thyself my guide and stay can 

be? 
Through cloud and sunshine, O abide 

with me I 

6 I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless : 
nis have no weight, and tears no bitter- 
ness. 

Where is death's sting? where, grave, 
thy victory? 

1 triumph still, if Thou abide with me. 

7 Reveal Thyself before my dosing eyes. 
Shine thKNii^ the gloom, and point me 

to the skies: 
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's 

vain shadows flee ; 
In life and death, O Lord, abide with 

me I 

H. r. LYTE. 
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As the sun's enlivening eye 
Shines on every place the same ; 



So the Lord is always nigh 
To the soula Uukt lo^« 'BS& xASfife. \ 

bright beams of^ mercy guide \\^ "When. ^«s Tuas^ ^\» ft^'% «^% 
a hath bruised and wounded,! He \a w\VJdl VJ[i«ov\s3 \Jaa;««i « 

> hope of glory seal. \ TYioro mYvo «o, wwV. xaww^ ^^^^ ^ 
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3 From Hia holy mercy -seat 
Nothing can their souls confine: 
Still in spirit they may meet, 
Still in sweet communion join. 

4 For a season called to part, 
Let us then ourselves commend 
To the gracious eye and heart 
Of our ever-present Friend. 

5 Jesus ! hear our humble prayer I 
Tender Shepherd of Thy sheep! 

I Let Thy mercy and Thy care 
' AU our souls in safety keep ! 

t 6 In Thy strength may we be strong ; 
Sweeten every cross and pain: 
Oive us, if we live, ere long 
Here to meet in peace agtun. 

J. NEWTON. 

! 695 

COME, Christian brethren, ere we part, 
Join every voice and every heart ; 
One solemn hymn to God we raise, 
One final song of grateftd praise. 

2 Christians ! we here may meet no more. 
But there is yet a happier shore ; 
And there, released from toil and pain. 
Brethren, we all shall meet again. 

H. K. WHITE. 
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COME, dearest Lord, descend and 
dwell 
By faith and love in every breast ; 
Then shaU we know, and taste, and feel, 
The joys that cannot be exprest. 

. 3 Come, fill our hearts with inward 

! strength ; 

I Make our enlarged souls possess, 

I And learn the height and breadth and 

I length 

Of Thine unmeasurable grace. 

3 Now to the God, whose power can do 
More than our thoughts or wishes know, 
Be everlasting honours done 
By all the church, through Christ His 

®^°- WATTS. 
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ENTER our hearts, Redeemer blest ! 
Enter, Thou ever-honoured guest ; 
Not for one transient hour alone. 
But there to fix Thy lasting throne. 

2 Own this mean dwelling as Thy home. 
And when our life's last hour is come. 
Let us but die as in Thy sight, 
And death shall vanish in delight. 

I>ODDRU>QE. 

^98 78. double. 

HOLY Father I whom we praise 
With imperfect accents here ; 
Ancient of eternal days. 
Lord of heaven, and earth, and air ; 
Stooping from amid the blaze 
Of the naming seraphim ; 
^<ear and help ua while we raise 
■lais onr Sabbath evening-hymn. 
T46 



a We have trod Thy temple, Lord; 
We have joined tne puolic praise; 
We have heard Thy noly word ; 
We have sought Tny heavenly graee: 
All Thy goodness we record ; 
All our powers to Thee we bring; 
Let Thy faithfulness afford 
Now the shadow of Thy wing. 

3 We have seen Thy dying love- 
Jesus! once for sinners slain; 
We will follow. Thee above; 
We, like Thee, would rise and reign. 
Let revolving Sabbathsprove 
Seasons of delight in Thee : 
Let Thy presence, holy Dove, 
Fit us for eternity. 

T. BINNEV. 
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LORD, dismiss ns with Thy blessing. 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace: 
Let us each. Thy love possessing, | 
Triumph in redeeming grace : 

O refresh usl 
Travelling through this wilderness. , 

2 Thanks we give, and adoration. 

For Thy gospel's Joyful sound; 
May the fruits of Thy salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound: 

May Thy presence > 

With us evermore be found! j 

3 So, whene'er the signal's given I 

Us from earth to call away; 
Borne on angels' wings to heaven. 
Glad the summons to obey. 

May we ready 
Rise and reign in endless day! 

W. SHIRLEY. 
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FAY the grace of Christ onr Saviour. 
And the Father's boundless love. 
With the Holy Spirit's favour, 
Rest upon us from above. 

2 Thus may we abide in union 
With each other and the Lord ; 
And possess, in sweet communion, 
Joys which earth cannot afford. 1 

J. NEWTON. 
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7*. 
OW may He, who from the dead 
Brought the Shepherd of the sbeep^ i 
Jesus Chnst, our King and Head,— 1 
All our souls in safety keep. 

2 May He teach us to fulfil 
What is pleasing in His sight : 
Perfect us in all His will. 
And preserve us day and night 

[3 To that dear Redeemer's praise^ 
'WYio \>Yi« covenaaot sealed with blood, 
litit o\u YieaxXa «ndh. noVma x^oib 
liOuOl ViYi8[aQLi&B^vv\n«& Xa crax Q>cA. 
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8.M 



^ITR day of praifle is done : 
The eTening shadows fall ; 
But pass not from us with the sun, 
True Light that lightenest all ! 

Around the throne on high. 
Where night can never be. 
The white-robed harpers of the sky 
Bring ceaseless hymns to Thee. 

Too faint our anthems here ; 
Too soon of praise we tire ; 
But. O the strains, how full and clear, 
Of that eternal choir ! 

Yet. Lord, to Thy dear will. 
If Thou attune the heart, 
We in Thine angels' music still 
May bear our lower part. 

Tis Thine each soul to calm, 
Each wayward thought reclaim. 
And make our daily life a psalm 
Of glory to Thy name. 

A little while, and then 
Shall come the glorious end; 
And songs of angels and of men 
In perfect praise shall blend. 

J. ELLEBTON. 
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78. double. 

PART in peace— Christ's life was peace; 
Lei) us live our life in Him : 
Fart in peace— Christ's death was peace : 

Let us die our death in Him. 
Fart in peace— Christ promise gave 

Of a life beyond the grare. 
Where all mortal partings cease ; 
Holy brethren, part in peace! 

B. F. ADAMS. 



8s. 



Then, when Thy voice shall bid our 

conflict cease. 
Call us, O Lord, to Thine eternal peace. 

J. ELLERTON. 
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SWEET Saviour, bless us 6re we go ; 
Thy word into our minds instil; 
And make our lukewarm hearts to glow 
With lowly love and fervent will. 

2 The day is done ; its hours have run. 
And Thou hast taken count of all. 
The scanty triumphs grace hath won. 
The broken vow, the frequent fall. 

3 Grant us, dear Lord, from evil ways 
True absolution and release ; 

And bless us. more thui in past days. 
With purity and inward peace. 

4 Do more than pardon; give us joy. 
Sweet fear, and sober liberty ; 
And loving hearts without aJloy, 
That only long to be like Thee. 

5 Labour is sweet, for Thou hast toile<l ; 
And care is light, for Thou hast cared : 
Let not our works with self be soiled, 
Nor in unsimple ways ensnared. 

6 For all we love, the poor, the sad, 
I'he sinful,— unto Thee we call ; 

O let Thy mercy make us glad ; 
Thou art our Jesus and our AU. 

Chorus. 

Through life's long day and death's dark 

night, 
O gentle Jesus ! be our Light. 

F. W. FABER. 
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SAYIOUR, again to Thy dear name 
we raise 
With one accord our parting hymn of 

praise : 
We stand to bless Thee ere our worship 

cease; 
Then, lowly kneeling, wait Thy word 
of peace. 

Grant us Thy peace upon our home- 
ward way; - • 

With Thee began, with Thee shall end 
the day; 

Guard Thou the lips from sin, the 
hearts from shame. 

That in this house have called upon 
Thy name. 

; Grant us Thy peace. Lord, through the 

coming night. 
Turn Thou for us its darkness into light; 
From harm and danger keep Thy chil- 

cbren free, 
For dark and light are both alike to 

Thee. 

: Grant us Thy peace throughout our 

eartbJy Jile, 
Our balm in sorrow, and our Btay in 
strife; 



98.98. 

rpHE day Thou gavest. Lord, is ended, 
L The darkness falls at Thy behest; 
To Thee our morning hymns ascended. 
Thy praise shall hallow now our rest. 

2 We thank Thee that Thy church un- 
sleeping. 

While earth rolls onward into light. 
Through ail the world her watch is 
keeping. 
And rests not now by day or night. 

3 As o'er each continent and island 
The dawn leads on another day. 

The voice of prayer is never silent. 
Nor dies the strain of praise away. 

4 The sun, that bids us rest, is waking 
Our brethren 'neath the western sky. 

And hour by hour treah lips are making 
Thy wondrous doings heard on high. 

5 So be it, Lord; Thy throne shall never, 
Like earth's proud empires, pass away ; 

But stand, and rule, and grow for ever. 
Till ail -Thy creatures own Thy sway. 

J. ELLERTON. 
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FBATKB lIKBnHQB. 



a Tba Lonl be wltli us u wa -xulk 
Along DM SomewHd ™a ; 

Oui bcvta £e atai villi Oai. 



Crown with Hid gnao Hip owi 
ADd ffnard Hid peoiilu'fl skf p. 
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A ND dosi inmUHi!, 'Auk what tbou 

1 pray to be roleued from imiJLv 
And freed (Eom siu and SetaUB power. 

~ Mare of Thlno imlBe'let ma bqar: 
Knot TJur Ibrane within my henrt, 
And raiin nitbout a, riral Uiere. 

And fnin Thr Joy Co dtuo my lUiDEtb, 
To iikre Tliy tioutidleM iuie teresled, 
III ail Vm height andljTe&dth end lengUi. 

But to Tlir cuio tlie'teat TeBlgn; 

709 '""T,, 

SInee Hii own blood fur thee be apUl, 
What elie can He wlbbbotdT 
Beiotid tlllne sbmciit inmta. 
Hit lore and iwwcr nan lileu : 

To those who Beek ffii taoe He granls 



nTlhr hi 
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■PTERNAI 
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nOMB, my Moal, thy <n!t n 
C- /„us ii,™ to answer im 



Em T begbi: i 

tbis toad ot ttn r ' 

i m liaiien spill. 
enoB fne from gimt. 

id'boDgiit rtgiili m a ln tM P . 



To TllM (ot helD we i] : 

by lear within n> d-eU 
onr (ootjtoTia euldfi : 
'IDall VKlo loveeipel: 

ro vleh, bat what we wi 
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"PATHEB, tsaia la Jcaiu' name > 
And bawlnpenltenoe beneath Thy tee 



It now, euoouiafed by Thy toUx. ve 
Btarnlng linncn, to a Fatlier'B hotno, ' 
l>y that Name [n irlilEh aU tolim | 

' O M Aa<: \AQi>a w> tiHll iA«& lot 4m, 
1 Open^\«AWHtci«w»^'MA«^™i^* 
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L.M. 

FROM every stomur wind tiiat blows, 
I^m every swelling tide of woes, 
There is a calm, a sore retreat ; 
'Tis found beneath the mercy-seat. 

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds 
The oil of i^ness on our heads : 
A place than all beside more sweet. 
It IS the blood-stained mercy-seat. 

3 There is a spot where spirits blend. 
Where friend holds fellowship with 

friend; 
Though sundered far, by faith they meet 
Arotmd one common meroy-seat. 

4 Ah! whither could we flee for aid. 
When tempted, desolate, dismayed? 
Or how the hosts of hell defeat, 
Had suffering sunts no mercyniei^? 

5 There, there, on eagle-wing we soar. 
And time and sense seem all no more. 
And heaven comes down our souls to 
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78. 



greet, 
And glory crowns the meroy-s eat. 

H. STOWKLL. 

714 

JESUS is gone u|> on hU^ ; 
But His promise still is here,— 
'I will all your wants supply, 
I will send the Comforter? 

2 Let us now His promise plead ; 
Let us to His throne draw nigh; 
Jesus knows His people's need, 
Jesus hears His people's cry. 

3 Send us. Lord, the Comforter, 
Pledge and witness of Thy love ; 
Dwelling with Thy people here. 
Leading them to joys above. 

4 Till we reach the promised rest. 
Till Thy face unveiled we see, 
Of this blessdd hope possest. 
Teach us. Lord, to live to Thee I 

T. KXLLT. 



CM. 
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S.M. 

TESTIS, we look to "Hiee, 
O l%y promised presence didm; 
Thou in the midst of us shalt be. 
Assembled in Thy name. 

2 Thy name salvation is. 
Which here we come to prove; 

Thy name is life and health and peace 
And everlasting love. 

3 We meet, the grace to take 
Which Thou hast freel/ given : 

We meet on earth for Thy dear sake. 
That we may meet in heaven. 

4 Present we know Thou art, 
But O ! Thyself reveal ! 

Now, Lord, let every waiting heart 
Thy mighty comfort feel ! 

5 O may Thy quickening voice 
The death ot Bin remove. 

And bid owr inmost souls rejoice 
In hope ot perteet love I 

WXSIj'EY. 



TESUS ! where'er Thypeople meet, 
tf There they behold Thy mercy-seat ; 
Where'er they seek Thee, Thou art 

found, 
And every place is hallowed ground. 

3 For Thou, within no walls confined, 
Inhabitest the bumble mind; 
Such ever bring Thee where they come. 
And going, take Thee to their home. 

3 Great Shepherd of Thy chosen few. 
Thy former mercies here renew: 
Here to our waiting hearts proclaim 
The sweetness of Thy saving name. 

4 Here may we prove the power of prayer. 
To strengthen faith, and sweeten care ; 
To teach our faint desires to rise. 
And bring all heaven before our eyes. 

5 Lord, we are few, but Thou art near, 
Nor short Thine arm, nor deaf Thine > 

ear; i 

O rend the heavens, come quickly down, 
And make a thousand hearts Thine own! 

COWPER. 
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LORD, teach us how to pray aright 
With reverence and with fear ; 
Though dust and ashes in Thy sig^t. 
We may, we must, draw near. 

a God of all grace ! we come to Thee 
With broken, contrite hearts; 
Give, what Thine eyes delight to see, 
Truth in the inward parts. 

3 Give deep humility ;— the sense 

Of godly sorrow give: — 
A strong, desiring confidence. 
To hear Thy voice and live. 

4 Faith in the only sacrifice 

That can for sin atone ; 
To cast our hopes, to fix our eyes. 
On Christ, on Christ alone;— 

5 Patience to watch, and wait, and weep. 

Though mercy long delay ;— 
Courage, our fainting souls to keep. 
And tnat Thee, though Thou slay. 

6 Give these— and then Thy will be done, 

Thus strengthened with all might. 
We, by Thy Spirit, through Thy Son, 
Shall pray, and pray anght. 

J. MONTGOMERY. 

718 ^ 

LORD! there is a throne of grace; 
There we now would seek Tliy face; 
Thou wilt hear the humblest prayer 
Of the soul that seeks Thee there. 

2 Though our language simple be. 
Words are nothing. Lord, with Thee; 
To the broken, contrite heart. 
Thou wilt joy and peace impart. i 

3 Bavioux, lot \ia vcv\«Kfc^'ek> 
And, 'wYfti'a ^^ ^'^^t^^'**'''^-^'^^ 
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XTQW wiih joint consent we sing. 
XI Glory to our God and King; 
All our hearts and roices raise. 
To procli^m Uie Sariour's pnuse. 

While in Him we lire and more. 
He defends us by His love: 
Wandering through this desert land 
He upholds us with His hand. 

He, in ever)- time and place, 
Mauifests His guardian grace; 
Every day, and every hour, 
Shields us by His constant power. 

While we see each other's face. 
Gladly we unite to bless 
Him that leads us, by His love, 
To His blissful throne above. 

; May we walk with God below, 
In His likeness daily grow. 
Till our joyful spirits rise. 
To behold Him m the skies. 

W. HAMMOND. 
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CM. 

FOUNT of grace that runneth o'er, 
So full, so vast, so free ! 
Are none too worthless, none too poor, 
To come and take of Thee? 

We come, O Lord, with empty hand, 

Yet turn us not away; 
For grace hath nothing to demand. 

And suppliants nought to pay. 

'Tis ours to ask and to receive ; 

To take and not to buy ; 
'TLs Thine, in sovereign grace to give, 

Yea, give abundantly! 

And thus, in simple faith we dare 

Our empty urn to bring; 
O nerve the feeble hand of prayer, 

To dip it in the spring ! 

Anon. 



I love to bread the hallowed codrts. 
Where two or three for worship meet: 
For thither Christ Himself resorts. 
And makes the little band complete. 

Tis sweet to raise the common song, 
To join in holy praise and love; 
And imitate the blessed throng 
That mingle hearts and songs abore 

Within these walls may peace aboaod, 
May all our hearts in one agree ; 
Wbsxe brethren meet, where Christ is 

found. 
May peace and concord ever be. 

H. p. LYTE, 
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OGOD, for ever near, 
We humbly will reioice. 
For well we know that Thou art here, 
And listening to our voice. 

Up to Thy mercy-seat 
Tis good for us to go; 
For there Thou dost Thy people meet, 
Rich, blessings to bestow. 

Awl now, no longer veiled. 
The raer^-seat is free ; 
The great High Priest for man pStevailed 
To clear our way to Thee. 

O God, for ever near. 
We listen for Thy voice; 
Our waiting souls would find Thee here, 
And in Thy word rejoice. 

A. BBOWN. 



CM. 

rPHERE is an eye that never sleeps 
JL Beneath the wing of night; 
There is an ear that never shuts. 
When sink the beams of light 

There is an arm that never tires. 
When human strength gives way ; 

There is a love that never fails. 
When earttily loves decay. 

That eye is fixed on seraph-throng; 

That arm upholds the sky ; 
That ear is filled with angel-songs; 

That love is throned on high. 

But there's a power which man can 
wield. 
When mortal aid is viun. 
That eye. that arm, that love to reach, 

That listening ear to gain. 
That power is prayer, which soars on 
high 
Through Jesus to t^e throne, 
And moves the hand which moves the 
world, 
To bring salvation down. 

J. C. WALLACE. 
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QWEETia thoBolemn voice that calls 
>-^ The Christian to the house of prayer ; 
/ /ore to stand within its walls, 
J'^or Thou, O Lord, art present there 
ISO 



724 

rPHERE is no sorrow, Lord, too light 
1- To bring in prayer to Thee ; 
There is no anxious care too slight 
To wake Thy sympathy. 

2 Thou who hast trod the thorny road 

Wilt share each small distress ; 
The love which bore the greater load 
Will not refuse the less. 

3 There is no secret sigh we breathe 

But meets Thine ear divine; 
And every cross grows lif^t beneath 
The shadow, Lord, of Thine. 

4 Life's ills without, sin's strife within. 

The heart would overflow, I 

But for that love which died for sin, , 
That love which wept with woe. 

J. CABWDSOX. I 
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WfHEK cold our hearts, and far from 

Our ^waActVas WE^«\^a vtacvi, \ 

Aud ttxo\\«\xta ^adAVfia xasw«i \^k«^ ' 
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Oiir o&G'Toln 'Aj ^rlt'i Knaa ; 

3 We kiunr not taw to BoBk ^ly fa^a. 

Wh h*™ oD woria, DnLeHTrhj gnccr 
LotU, touh ni bow to pnr- 

4 Urre everr thouffht And Fond ilefiiro 

Wc on Tbj *l[u lii; ; 

Ltit J, tdBch 111 boT t(i pnr y 
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> ' Tben.' nn Uh BitIoiii, 'will I be. 
Amid this uUla oomiBiiT : 
To Cham uiTeU UrimiBiii Itce. 
And filled Mjr ^onoa roima tbo iil&oe. 



Who limuuiil OUT fooutepi lo lUI 
Brina dowi; lo eutb tho bUsB of honif n 
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Yut who thU taowi Iba wortb o 
SnC w^flH cn be oFten thao? 
3 Pra^ei- iDakea tJiB dArkfloed dood wHb 
prarpr dlmbfl the ladder Jacob saw ; 



\ 4 WbllB Moses ilood with nrml Bprei 

TbU mocaent Aioalek preinllefl. 
I i Have ron no wcad5? att I tblnk ajrali 
Wordfi flow apiue wbeu jou cam^'^L 

a Wera halt Uu brntt 



ITpg MEETING. 

QWEETLY tbo holy hjmn 
O Breaks on (he amralDE air: 
UaTore tbo world with imoke ii di 

U Lord, Thy Spirit aeudl 
ri«n Ihe hittll-fldd, 
BUore Uip enM bcBina, 
We uelc, ULord. TbyihelterUiclhi 
To fuard Dfl rroin our dna. 

Upon tbo etrtmq oT d^, 
Wa plead, O lord, lor htatsnlj ai 

And nwe re^vibed wltii mitlit. 
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AaAIN. Mtvi.dlni's 
-n- We ealha In IbeiH 

RE» uJj^tUlLU Ub 14ie t 
9 Ma; HtrnfflfllDe hoarle i 

Lay down the burden 
O God, our ll^t! to 1 
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a ^om iWi tuk'i eat tm. 
And met wltbm thii Macefnl place 
To test awhile with^'haa. 
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.' Thine is the loom, the forge, the mart, 
The wealth of land and sea ; 
The worlds of science and of art, 
Kevealed and ruled by Thee. 

5 Then let us prove our heavenly birth 

In all we do and know; 
And claim the kingdom of the earth 
For Thee, and not Thy foe. 

6 Work shall be prayer, if all be wrought 

As Thou wouldst have it done; 
And prayer, by Thee inspired and 
taught. 
Itself with work be one. 

J. ELLEBTON. 
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MONDAY EVENING. 
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TTESTERDAY, with worship blest, 
X Passed our day of hallowed rest: 
Lord, to-day we meet once more 
Grace and mercy to implore. 

2 Not one day alone shall be 
Given, O God of love, to Thee ; 
Work and rest alike are Thine ; 
Brighten all with love divine. 

3 Through the passing of the week, 
Father, we Thy presence seek: 
Miilst this worlds deceitful maze 
Keep us. Lord, in all oiu: ways. 

4 O what snares our path beset ! 
O w^hat cares our spirits fret ! 
Let no earthly thing, we pray. 
Draw our souls from Thee away, 

5 Thou hast set our daily task; 
Grace and strength from Thee we ask 
Thou our joys and griefs dost send ; 
To Thy wUl our spirits bend. 

6 Still in duty's lowly round 

Be our patient footsteps found: 
I With Thy counsel guide mb here, 
I Till in glory we appear. 

1 W. W. HOW. 



S.X. 



6 Then the heavenly rest to enter, 
In Thy mercy. Lord, be mine; 
Best of Gk>d! tiie son and centre 
Of the blisa that is divine. 

O. lULWBOH. 

733 

THE hoars of evening close; 
The lengthened shadows, dnvn 
O'er scenes of earth, invite repose, 
And wait the Sabisath dawn. 

2 So let its calm prevail 

O'er forms of outwaotl care ; 
Nor thought for 'many things' assail 
The still retreat of prayer. 

3 Our guardian Shepherd near. 
His watchful eye will keep ; 

And, safe from violence or fear, 
wm fold His flock to sleep. 

4 So may a holier ii^^t 

Than earth's, our spirits ronse, 
And call us, strengthened by His mi^t, 
To pay the Lord our vows. 

J. E. CONDEB. 
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SATURDAY EVENING. 



8.7. 

SOUL, thy week of toil is ended. 
And a voice, whilst world-cares fly, 
With the closing hours is blended, 
'Rest is coming, rest is nigh.' 

2 Nearing Sabbath, how I bless thee ! 

Let thy calmness fill my breast ; 
Let me even now possess thee; 
And anticipate thy rest. 

3 Is my journey full of sadness. 

Through a desert wild and drear? 
Be to me a well of gladness ; 
Bid me quite forget my fear. 

4 Clouds on clouds my way may darken : 

But Thy rainbow gleams above, 
And the storms and wild winds hearken 
To Thy still small voice of love. 

S So when life's long week is over, 

Blessed it will be to die; 
Angela whispering as they hoyer, 

'Mest is coming, rest is nigh.' 
^5* 
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ALMIGHTY GOD, whose only Son 
O'er sin and death the triumph won, 
And ever lives to intercede 
For souls who lliy sweet mercy need ; 

2 In His dear name to Thee we pray 
For all who err and go astray, 
For sinners, wheresoe'er they be, 
Who do not serve and honour Thee. 

3 There are who never yet have heard 
The tiding of Thy blessdd word. 
But still m heathen darkness dwell 
Without one thought of heaven or hell ; 

( And some within Thy sacred fold 
To holy things are dead and cold. 
And waste the precious hoars of life 
In selfish ease, or toil, or strife ! 

5 O give repentance true and deep 

To all Thy lost and wandering sheep: 
And kindle in their hearts ttie fire 
Of holy love and pure desire. 

6 That so from angel-hosts above 
May rise a sweeter song of love ; 
And we, with all the uest, adore 
Thy name, O God, for evermore. 

H. W. BAKER. 
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L.M. I 

ASM of the Lord, awake ! awake ! 
Put on Thy strengtb^ the nations 
shake. 
And let the world adoring see 
Triumphs of mercy wrought by Thee, i 
2 O send. ten. VhoTiBaAd heralds forth. 

To \>\ow V>Yv« ^nxECkV ^ \«)2iJik»^ 
And v^acQ ^tocABim txoni. »»» Va 
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3 liCt Zion's time of favour come : 
O bring the tribes of Israel home : 
And let our wondering eyes behold 
Gentiles and Jews in Jesus' fold. 

4 Almighty God, Thy grace proclaim, 
In every clime of evexy name: 

liCt adverse powers before Thee fall. 
And crown the Saviour, Lord of aU. 

W. SHBUBSOLE. 

736 CM. 

BEHOLD the Mountain of the Lord 
In latter days shall rise 
On mountain-tops above the hills. 
And draw the wondering eyes. 

a To this the joyful nations round. 
All tribes and tongues shall flow, 
*Up to the hill of God;' they'll say, 
* And to His house we'll go.' 

3 The beam that shines from Zion's hill 

Shall lighten every land; 
The King who reigns in Salem's towers 
Shall {ul the world command. 

4 No strife shall vex Messiah's reign, 

Or mar the peaceful years ; 
To ploughshares men shall beat their 
swords. 
To pruning-hooks their spears. 

5 No longer hosts, encountering hosts. 

Shall crowds of slain deplore ; 
They hang the trumpet in the hall, 
And stwly war no more. 

6 Come, then, O come from every land 

To worship at His shrine ; 
And, walking in the li|^t of God, 
With holy Deauty shme. 

X. BRUCE. 



Come, kingdom of our God, 
And make the broad earth thine ; 
Stretch o'er her lands and isles the rod 
That flowers with grace divine. 

Soon may all tribes be blest 
With firuit from Life's glad tree ; 
And in its shade, like brothers, rest 
Sons of one family. 

Come, kingdom of our God, 
And raise thv glorious throne 
In worlds by the undying trod, 
Where God shall bless His own. 

J. JOHKS. 



S.M. 



CM. 
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BE merciftd to us, O God ! 
Upon Thy people shine; 
And spread Thj saving truth abroad. 
Till all that Uve are Thine. 

a Give light and comfort to Thine own;' 
And let that Ugbt extend 
Till Thy prevailing name is known 
To earth's remotest end. 

3 Iiet all the people praise Thee, Lord! 

Let all their homage bring : 
From sea to sea be Thou adored. 
Redeemer, Judge, and King ! 

4 Let all the peq^e pnuse Thee, Lord ! 

Then earth her mdts shall give : 
Thy blessing shall on all be poured, 
And aJl to Thee shall live. 

H. r. LYTE. 
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COME, Lord, and tarry not . 
Bring the long-looked-f or day ! 
O ! why these years of waiting here. 
These ages of delay? 

a Come, for Thy saints still wait ; 
Daily ascends their sigh : 
The Spirit and the Bride stqr, 'Come ; 
Dost Thou not hear the cry? 

3 Come, for creation groans. 
Impatient of Thy stay ; 
Worn out with these long years of ill, 
These ages of delay. 

Come, for the com is ripe, 
Put In Thy sickle now. 
Reap the great harvest of the earth ; 
Sower and reaper Thou. 

Come, and make all things new. 
Build up this ruined earth; 
Restore our faded Paradise, 
Creation's second birth. 

Come, and begin Thy reign 
Of everlasting peace ; 
Come, take the Kingdom to Thyself, 
Great King of Righteousness. 

H. BONAB. 
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S.M. 



COME, kingdom .of our God, 
Blest reign of light and love. 
Shed peace and hope and joy abroad, 
And wisdom from above. . 

Over our spirits first 
Extend thy healing reign ; 
Then raise and quench the sacred thiist 
That never pains again. 
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COME, Lord, to earth again; 
Come quickly, come and reign : 1 
Lord Jesu, come I 
Enthrone the struggling right, 
Make clear the clouded lie^t. 
In victory close the fight : 1 

Lord, quickly come! I 

2 The love of some grows cold ; 
Thy foes are waxing bold : 

Lord Jesu, come ! 
They mock our hope delayed. 
Our little -progreaa made, , 

Thy precepts disobeyed : I 

Lord, quickly come! 

3 Bid war and faction cease, ; 
Bring in the reign of peace: '^ 

Lord Jesu, cotoftl 
Set evetv c»i\A«'^ ttft»N 
"Let aa\TCica\iTO>2cL«»\«kN 
He«^ eM::^ili%\oosLXEk»a»«3 ^ 
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4 Assert Thy right divine ; 
O'er all the nations shine : 

Lord Jesu. come I 
Then earth like heaven shall sin 
With hallelujahs rine, 
And hail her rightful King : 
Lord, quickly come ! 

NEWKAN HAXL. 
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FAR and near, almighty word. 
Spread the name of Christ the Lord ; 
Far and near extend thy light. 
Make the earth with gladness bright. 

3 Word by God the Father sent. 
Lord of all, omnipotent! 
Word for sinners' need supplied 
As their comfort and their guide. 

3 Word of our Redeemer's grace, 
Who to save our sinful race, 
Of our guilt to pay the price, 
Gave Himself a sacrifice ! 

4 Word of God the Spirit's might. 
Who our heavenward course doth light ; 
Promptcth good, and by His breath 
What He prompts accomplisheth. 

5 Word of life, both pure and strong ! 
Word for which the heathen long! 
Spread abroad till out of night 
All the world awake to light. 

6 Up ! for, lo, earth's surface o'er 
Waving fields with ripening store ! 
Countless sheaves are spread around. 
Few, O few, the reapers found! 

7 Lord of Harvest, great and kind. 
Rouse to action heart and mind ; 
Let the gathering nations all 
See Thy light, and hear Thy call ! 

OEBMAN, trans, r. e. cox. 



L.M. 
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FROM ail that dwell below the skies 
Let the Creator's praise arise: 
Let the Redeemer's name be sung 
Through every land, by every tongue. 

. 3 Eternal are Thy mercies. Lord ; 
' Eternal truth attends Thy word: 
Thy praise shall sound from shore to 
shore, 
, Till suns shall rise and set no more. 

WATTS. 

• 4o 7.6. double. 

FROM Greenland's icy mountains. 
From India's coral strand. 
Where Afric's sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden sand, 
From many an ancient river, 
From many a nalmy plain, 
They call us to deliver 
! Their land from error's chain. 

^ WJiat though the spicy breczea 
BJow soft 'o'er Ceylon's isle ; 
Though every prospect pleases. 
And only man ia rile ; 
'54 



In vain, with lavish kindness. 
The gifts of God are strown : 

The heathen, in his blindness. 
Bows down to wood and stone. 

3 Can we, whose souls are lighted 

With wisdom from on high. 
Can we to men benighted 

The lamp of life deny? 
Salvation fO salvation! 

The joyful sound proclaim, 
Till eaich remotest nation 

Has learned Messiali's name. 

4 Waft, waft, ye winds. His story; 

And you, ye waters, roll, 
Till, like a sea of glory, 

It spreads from pole to pole; 
Till o er our ransomed nature. 

The Lamb for sinners slain. 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign ! 

B. HEBER. 
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HAIL to the Lord's Anointed ! 
Great David's greater Son! 
Hail, in the time appointed. 
His reign on earth begun! 
He comes to break oppression. 

To set the captive free ; 
To take away transgression. 
And rule in equity. 

3 He shall come down like showers 

Upon the fruitful earth ; 
And joy and hope, like flowers, 

Sprmg in His path to birth. 
Before Him, on the mountains. 

Shall peace, the herald, go: 
And righteousness, in fountains, 

From hill to valley flow. 

3 Arabia's desert-ranger 

To Him shall bow the knee ; 
The Ethiopian stranger 

His glory come to see; 
With offerings of devotion. 

Ships from the isles shall meet. 
To pour the wealth of ocean 

In tribute at His feet. 

4 Kings shall fall down before Him, 

And gold and incense bring ; 
All nations shall adore Him, 

His praise all people sing : 
For He shall have dominion 

O'er river, sea, and shore, 
Far as the eagle's pinion 

Or dove's light wing can soar. 

5 For Him shall prayer unceasing 
And daily vows ascend: 

His kingdom still increasing,— 

A kingdom without end. 
The mountain-dew shall nonrish 

A seed in weakness sown. 
Whose fruit shall spread and floorisb, 

And shake like Lebanon. 

Yrom age to ««e xnoit^ ^o-fworaA, 
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The tide of time shall never 

His covenant remove : 
His name shall stand for ever ;— 

His great, best name of Love. 

J. MONTGOMEBf. 



78. 
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HAUK I the song of jubilee. 
Loud as mighty thunders' roar ; 
Or the fulness of the sea, 
When it breaks upon the shore ; — 
Hallelujah ! for the Lord 
(tO(1 Omnipotent shall reign ; 
Hallelujah ! let the word 
Echo round tJie earth and main. 

2 Hallelujah ! hark, the sound, 
From the centre to the skies, 
Wakes above, beneath, around. 
All creation's harmonies. 

Bee Jehovah's banner furled ; 
Sheathed His sword: He speaks— 'tis 

done! 
And the kingdoms of this world 
Are the kingdoms of His Son. 

3 He shall reign from pole to pole, 
With illimitable sway ; 

He shall reign, when, like a scroll. 
Yonder heavens have passed away. 
Then the end— beneath His rod 
Man's last enemy shaJl fall: 
Hallelujah! Christ in God, 
God in Christ, is All in aU. 

J. MONTaOMERY. 

•46 66.66.88. 

HHiLS of the north, rejoice ; 
River and mountain-spring; 
Hark to the advent-voice, 
Valley and lowland sing : 
Though absent long, your Lord is ni^ ; 
He judgment brings and victcny. 

2 Isles of the southern seas. 

Deep in your coral caves. 
Pent be each warring breeze. 
Lulled be your restless waves : 
He comes to reign with boundless sway. 
And makes your wastes His great high- 
way. 

3 Lands of the east, awake ! 

Soon shall your sons be free ; 
The sleep of ages break, 

And rise to liberty : 
On your far hills, long cold and gray. 
Has dawned the everlasting day. 

4 Shores of the utmost west ! 

Ye that have waited long, 
Unvisited, unblest. 

Break forth in swelling song: 
High raise the note that Jesus died, 
Yet lives and reigns, the Crucified. 

F. OAKELEY. 



2 For Him shall endless prayer be made, 
And praises throng to crown His head : 
His name, like sweet perfume, shall rise 
With every morning sacrifice. 

3 People and realms of every tongue 
Dwell on His love with sweetest song ; 
And infant voices shall proclaim 
Their early blessings on His name. 

4 Blessings abound where'er He reigns, 
The prisoner leaps to lose his chains ; 
The weary find eternal rest. 

And all the sons of want are blessed. 

5 Let every creature rise and bring 
Peculiar honours to our King ; 
Angels descend with songs again, 
And earth repeat the loud ' Amen ! ' 

WATTS. 
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LHPT up your heads, rejoice. 
Redemption draweth nigh ; 
Now breathes a softer air, 

Now shines a milder sky ; 
The early trees put forth 

Their new and tender leaf ; 
Hushed is the moaning wind 
That told of winter's grief, 

3 Lift up your heads, rejoice. 

Redemption draweth ni^ ; 
Now mount the laden clouds. 

Now flames the darkening sky, 
The early scattered drops 

Descend with heavy fall, 
And to the waiting earth 

The hidden thunders call. 

3 Lift up your heads, rejoice. 

Redemption draweth nigh ; 
O, note the varying signs 

Of earth, and air, and sky : 
The God of glory comes 

In gentleness and might. 
To comfort and alarm. 

To succour and to smite. 

4 He comes, the wide world's King ; 

He comes, the true heart's Friend; 
New gladness to begin, 

And ancient wrong to end ; 
He comes, to fill with light 

The weary waiting eye : 
Lift up your heads, rejoice. 

Redemption draweth nigh. 

T. T. LYNCH. 



CM. 
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JESUS shall reign where'er tho sun 
Doe»hia successive journeys run; 
Hi3 kingdom stretch u-om shore to 

shore. 
Till moons ahail wax and wane no more 
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LIGHT of the lonely pilgrim's heart. 
Star of the coming day. 
Arise, and with Thy morning beams 
Chase all our griefs away. 

2 Come, blessed Lord, bid every shore 
And answering island sing 
The praises of Thy royal name, 
Aixd OTm. Tl^vfeft ^a "Gs^fevt ^^KvslV> 

,3 "Bid ttie -w^ioYfe «aaWa, x^ws&v*'^ 'ass^ 



CHRlsriAK Ml33tOK3. 



4 Jesus, Thy fair creation groans, 

The air, the earth, the sea, 
In unison with all our hearts. 
And calls aloud for Thee. 

5 Thine was the cross, with all its fruit 

Of grace and peace divine ; 
Ce Thine the crown of glory now, 
The palm of victory l^ine. 

E. DENNY. 
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8.7. double. 

LOED, her watch Thy church is keep- 
ing: 
When shall earth Thy rule obey? 
When shall end the night of weeping? 
When shall break the promised day? 
See the whitening harvest languish, 

Waiting still the labourers' toil; 
Was it vain— Thy Son's deep anguish? 
Shall the strong retain the spoil? 

2 Tidings, sent to every creature, 

Millions yet have never heard ; 
Can they hear without a preacher, 

Lord Almighty, give the word. 
Give the word ! —in every nation 

Let the gospel-trumpet sound, 
AVitnessing a world's salvation. 

To the earth's remotest bound. 

3 Then the end ! Thy church completed, 

All Thy chosen gathered in. 
With their King in glory seated, 

Satan bound, and banished sin ; 
Gone for ever parting, weeping. 

Hunger, sorrow, death, and pain:— 
Lo ! her watch Thy church is keeping ; 

Come, Lord Jesus, come to reign ! 

H. DOWNTON. 



Ten thousand hearts are bounding 
With holy hopes and free ; 

The Grospel-trump is sounding, 
The trump of Jubilee. 

O Christian brothers, glorious 

Shall be the conflict's close : 
The Cross hath been victorious, 

And shall be o'er its foes. 
Faith is our battle-token: 

Our Leader all controls; 
Our trophies, fetters broken ; 

Our captives, ransomed souls. 
' Not unto tM*— Lord Jesus, 

To Thee all praise be due : 
Whose blood-bought mercy frees us, 

Has freed our brethren too. 
'Not unto im'— in glory 

The angels catch tiie strain. 
And cast their crowns before Thee 

Exultingly again. 

Captain of our salvation, 

Thy presence we adore; 
Praise, glory, adoration. 

Be Thine for evermore! 
Still on in conflict pressing. 

On Thee Thy people cafi. 
Thee King of kings confessing. 

Thee crowning Lord of all. 

E. H. BICKEBSTXTH* 
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LORD, we do not ask to know 
Secrets hid from man below; 
Times and seasons are concealed, 
Service, succour, are revealed. 

2 Thou hast taught us what to do, 
Needful strength hast promised too ; 
Now to us Thy word fulfil, 

Help us to obey Thy will. 

3 On Thy Spirit we rely ; 
Send us power from on high. 
Faith that feels no lack of sight, 
Love that makes all labour light. 

4 Faithful witnesses for Thee, 
Christ in us may all men see; 
Witnessing with every breath 
'Christ is Lord— in life, in death.' 

5 Hallelujah! 'Christ is Lord!' 
Earth and heaven repeat the word! 
Witnesses let all things be— 
Christ is Ijord etemaUy! 

NEWMAN HALL. 

7o2 7.6. double. 

/) BROTHERS, lift your voices, 
^ Triumpbant songs to raise; 
2K/ heaven on Mgh rejoices, 

-And earth U filled with praise. 
r^5 



753 



8.7.4. 

O'ER the gloomy hills of darkness 
See the bright, the morning star, 
Publishing to all the nations 
Light and glory from afar ; 

Blessdd herald. 
Usher in eternal day. 

2 Let the Indian, let the Negro, 

Let the rude barbarian see 
That divine and signal conquest, 
Once obtained on Calvary; 

Let the Gospel 
Loud resound from p«le to pole. 

3 Kingdoms wide, that sit in darkness. 

Grant them, Lord, the glorious light; 
And, from eastern coast to western, 
May the morning chase the night; 

And redemption. 
Freely purchased, win the day. 

4 May the glorious day approaching 

Now begin its cheerful dawn I 
Now the Sim the mountains touching. 
Gilding now the spacious lawn. 

Happy nations; 
Rise and celebrate the day. 

5 Fly abroad, thou mighty Goepel, 
Win and conquer, never cease ; 

May thy lasting wiae dominions 
Multiply and still increase ; 

Sway Thy sceptre. 
Saviour, all the world around ! 

W. WILLLAMS.* 
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all Tbi nlenituds ol rhc. 
EI the fooC gC nmo b^ Oai, 



Spirit df the Lord, prCTiaro 

1 Iho ronnd »irtb lin Gl>d to m*Et 



mil flivrit 111 encff to u»k ud lontr 
For our ntumlotf King. 

'Gmc, King of BTHe. "rhy peopl? oy, 
And bring iba clorloTU jon ! 

rrHOtl. vboio Blmlfhei -word 

And vhfTB Ite Govpd^r 
Hbi^ not itfi fitoriouB ny, 
I«C Ibtie be UBbt ! 



'^SH°u - 



LitcaiTing, ho^j Do.o, 
Siii'c.i tiirth Tby fligtt! 



iEdom, Loie, Higbtl 

log In fvllHt piJdo, 

mgb the worldTfu luid iri< 

t there be llgbtl 
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fllHY name, Almighty Lord 







CHBieriAH tnSSTOH!!. 1 




e Tliy lore a rich rewird SbaU £nd. 


FAREWELL SCBSIONAEY 


From Hlio -who sits entbroned on disk; 


SERVICES. 


For they «ho turn the erring mlDd 


760 ,.6. double. 


Shall ehlne Uie stars above the Ik;. ' 


a*''^s'^^°;S"i;&p,^c 
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*r^^;.MSS^a^"^ 


G^L^eW^^ln" o( ™loK, fly: 


Euilt the KinB of glory. 




^Who ''^' HH^^It™^^^'^ 


Lilt°tt;^''9lSi™'r^™''Sn'bi^. 
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3 O'er tte neiro's iiteht of care 


An "^ heurt anfl^Sii 


Im-^Js"' 




There the golden gatea of day 
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8 reKl tt goapeTi ridwt eeast. 




od aloud Jdunah'Biiall: 




ererraoUandua: 




Fmah the aim ot Obrist to all. 


A « «" 


Chriit vhose loTB [> toll and Iroe. 
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H n^te m yom -ork of mercy. 


763 ^ 


L-'^p^^tV^Si^ESrh^^na; 


Tlis hoa'enly call otej, 


Let ni noniel act them tree. 


'And tread th« path^they trod. 


iS. tbZo^^lti, joyful BonSd. 


■-SSwif^' 


Yonr duly lioa before you. 


Brt,. ttam to my fTla^n. 


Oo-leave rwt^^ ^^. ^ 
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Slr3S»,?£'S^ 


GV=r^.c^rJXo 


<ss."i,'sSia."."S.'w-. 


Lllie mgii wnt from fieiilB Bboye. 


S.-iffi'Si'i-iS-"' 


Be lltoB lo .bed MlMUal lisht. 


Hjnain fai- OlHich und ffojuf. 






Oo, hid thB Hose ol Sharon bloom. 
Till arid woateB aiDund thee Blnile, 
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Hlch u tbe dewa troiu lUominB a womb 


Uiiowned of Htuven. by man oppreawel. 


BheS llMiaSy Itehl'and love djrine. 


UMcasbi frum Zlon'a balluned irtmnd! 
1 o Ood of Urael. vie- tbelr race : . 


1 Fnim nnrUi to aoulb. rn>m eut ta vmt. 




MeHiah yet shall relm. ■Qp«rpe ; 
His uune by btct; tonane ooofcisad : 


;™ifrca.TS,swss3K 




3 The Tell of darkn™ rend in twain 


/ J ra™ ft/«< Dol .n tJie day o( toil. 


'■Which htd.a Ihelr BhiKA', glorioo 



LAYING OF MEMORIAL STONES. 
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4 Haste, glorioos day, expected long. 
When Jew and Greek one prayer shall 

raise, 
With eager feet one temple throng. 
One God with grateful raptore praise. 

J. JOYCE. 

CM. 

WAKE, harp of Zion, wake again, 
Upon tbme ancient bill. 
On Jordan's long deserted plain, 
By Kedron's lowly rill. 

2 The hyom shall yet in Zion swell. 

That sounds Messiah's praise. 
And Thy loved name, Immanuel, 
As once in ancient days. 

3 For Israel yet shall own her King ; 

For her salvation waits ; 
And hill and dale shall sweetly sins. 
With praise in all her gates. 

4 O hasten, Lord, these promised days, 

When Israel shall rejoice ; 
And Jew and Gtontile join in praise. 
With one united voice 1 

J. XDM E8T0N. 



LA YING OF MEMORIAL 



STONES, 
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66.66.88. 



CHRIST is our comer-stone. 
On Him alone we build ; 
With His true saints alone 
The courts of heaven are filled ; 
On His great love 
Our hopes we place, 
Of present grace 
And joys above. 

2 O ! then with hymns of praise 

These hallowed courts shall ring; 
Our voices we will raise 
The Three in One to sing ; 
And thus nroclidm 
In joyful song. 
Both loud and long, 
That glorious Name. 

3 Here, gracious Grod, do Thou 

For evermore draw nigh ; 
Accept each faithful vow, 
And mark each suppliant sigh ; 
In copious shower 
On all who pray. 
Each holy day, 
Thy blessings pour. 

4 Here may we gain from heaven 

The grace which we implore ; 
And may that grace, once given. 
Be wiu us evermore ; 
UntU that day. 
When all the blest 
To endJem rest 
Are called away. 

LATis HnfK, ttans. j. chasi>i.er 
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CHRIST is the Foundation of the 
house we raise ; 
Be its walls salvation, and its gateways 

S raise! 
s threshold lowly to the Lord 
be dear; 
May the hearts be holy that shall wor- 
ship here ! 

2 On the Rock of Ages, resting broad 

and deep. 

When life's tempest rages, here let pas- 
sion sleep; 

Here may prayers and praises never 
cease to rise. 

Till through Christ they raise us nearer 
to the skies. 

3 Here the vow be sealM by Thy Spirit, 

Lord; 

Here the sick be healdd, and the lust 
restored; 

Here the broken-hearted Thy forgive- 
ness prove; 

Here the friends long parted be restored 
to love. 

4 Here may every token of Thy presence 

be. 
Here may chains be broken, prisoners 

here set free ; 
Here may light illumine every soul of 

Thine, 
Lifting up the human into the divine. 

5 Here may God the Father, Christ the 
Saviour— Son, 

With the Holy Spirit, be adored as One ; 
Till the whole creation at Thy footstool 

fall. 
And in adoration own Thee Lord of all! 

J. 8. B. MONSELL. 
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LORD of hosts, to Thee we raise 
Here a house of prayer and praise : 
Thou niy people's hearts prepare. 
Here to meet for praise and prayer. 

a Let Thy children here be fed 
With nniy word, the heavenly bread : 
Here, with richest mercy blest. 
May the weary soul find rest. 

3 Here to Thee a temple stand. 
WhUe the sea shall gird the land ; 
Here reveal Thy mercy sure, 
While the sun and moon endure. 

4 Hallelujah !— earth and sky 
To the joyful sound reply : 
Hallelujah!— hence ascend 
Prayer and praise till time shall end. 

J. MONTaOMERY. 
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OPENING OF A PLACE OF WOBSHIP. 



2 Its stones may crumble into dust, 
Its place by stranger-feet be trod ; 
But the high themes within it taught 
Shall be immortal like their God. 

3 God of all grace and boundless love, 
Here bless the word Thyself hast given ; 
Let thousands here commence the course 
That leads to Jesus, peace, and heaven. 

4 Here condescend to dwell, and make 
This temple Thy i>eculiar shrine, 
And then, while endless ages last. 
Be all the praise and glory Thine. 

Anon. 
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THIS stone to Thee, In faith we lay ; 
We build a temple, L(nrd, to Thee : 
Thine eye be open, night and day. 
To all who here shall bow the knee. 

3 Here, when Thy people seek Thy face, 
And dying sinners pray to live; 
Hear Thou, in heaven, Thy dwelling- 
place. 
And, when Thou hearest, O forgive ! 

3 Here, when Thy messengers proclaim 
The blessed gospel of Thy Son, 
Still, by the power of His great name. 
Be mighty signs and wonders done. 

4.'Ho8auna! ' to their heavenly King,— 
When children's voices raise that song ; 
'Hosannal' let their angels sing, 
And heaven with earth Uie strain pro- 
long. 

5 But will, indeed, Jehovah deign 
Here to abide no transient guest? 
Here will the world's Redeemer reign? 
And here the Holy Spirit rest? 

6 O may Thy glory ne'er depart I 

Yet choose not. Lord ! this house alone ; 
Thy kingdom come to every heart, 
In every bosom fix Thy throne. 

J. MONTGOMKItY.* 
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OPENING OF A PLACE OF 
WORSHIP, 
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ARISE, O King of grace, arise, 
And enter to TI:^ rest! 
Lo, Thy church waits, with longing eyes. 
Thus to be owned and blest. 

2 Enter with all Thy glorious train. 

Thy Spirit and Thy word ; 
All that the ark did once contain 
Could no such grace afford. 

3 Here, mighty God ! accept our vows. 

Here let Thy praise be spread ; 
Bless the provisions of Thy house. 
And fill Thy poor with bread. 

4 Here let the Son of David reign; 

Zet God'B Anointed, shine ; 
Jt^ioe and trath His court munts^ 
With love and power divine. 

j6o 



S Here let Him bold a lasting throneb 
And, as His kingdom grows, 
Fresh honour shall adorn Eiis crovn, 
And shame confound his foea. 

WAITS. 

772 Q^^^ 

CHRIST is made the sure Foundation, 
Christ the Head, the Corner-stone, 
Chosen of the Lord, and precious, 

Binding all the Church in one^ 
Holy Sion's help for ever, 
And her confidence alone. 

All that dedicated city, 
Dearly loved of God on high. 

In exultant jubilation 
Ponrs_perpetual melody, 

•Holy, Holy, Holy,' singing. 
In glad hymns eternally. 

To tills temple, where we call Thee, 
Come. O Lord of hosts, to-day; 

With Thy wonted loving-kindness 
Hear Thy servants as they pray; 

And Thy fullest benediction 
Shed within its walls alway. 

4 Here vouchsafe to all Thy servants 
What they ask of Thee to gain. 

What they gain from Thee for ever 
With the blessdd to retain. 

And hereafter in Thy glory 
Evermore with Thee to reign. 

LATIN HYMN, trans. J. M. lf£AL£. 

773 66.66.88. 

COME, King of glory, come. 
And with Thy fevonr croWn 
This temple as l%y dome. 
This people as Thy own : 
Beneath this roof, O deign to show 
How God can dwell with men below. 

2 Here may Thine ears attend 

Our interceding cries. 
And grateful praise ascend 
All fragrant to the skies : 
Here may Thy word melodious sound, 
And spread celestial joys around ! 

3 Here may the attentive throng 

Imbibe Thy truth and love. 
And converts join the song 
Of seraphim above : 
And willing crowds surround Thy 

board. 
With sacred joy and sweet accord. 

4 Here may our nnbom sons 

And daughters sound Thy praise ; 
And shine, like polished stones. 
Through long succeeding days ; 
Here, Lord, display Thy saving power, 
While temples stand and men adore. 

B. rjEuorciB. 
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T\Ej^ B>\ie^\ict^ ol Ths veople. here 

Aa Thou na&\. f[|lv«Ci «> "sj^ao^Vs vcvsvt^ 
Bo i\ve xia ti«KcVa Vk ijtnq. 



OPEIONO OP A PLACE OF WOBSHIP. 



2 Show 118 some token of Thy love, 

Our faith and hope to raise ; 
And pour Thy hlewinga from above, 
That we may render praise. 

3 Within these walls let holy peace, 

And love, and concord, dwell ; 
Here give the troubled conscience ease, 
The wounded spirit heaL 

4 May we in faith receive Thy word, 

In faith present our prayers ; 
And in the presence of our Lord 
Unbosom all our cares. 

5 And may the gospel's joyful sound. 

Enforced by mighty grace, 
Awaken many sinners round 
To come and fill the place. 

J. KBWTON.* 
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OTHOU whose hand has brought us 
Unto this joyful day, 
Accept our glad thankis^ving, 

And listen as we pray : 
And may our preparation 
For this days service be 
With one accord to oflfer 
Ourselves, O Lord, to Thee. 

2 For this new house we praise Thee,— 

Beared by Thine own command,— 
For every generous bosom. 

And every willing hand ; 
And now within Thy temple 

Thy glory let us see ; 
For all its stren^h and beauty 

Are nothing without Thee ! 

3 And oft as here we gather. 

And hearts in woruiip blend, 
l^fay trutti reveal its power, 

And fervent prayer ascend ; 
Here may the busy toiler 

Rise to the things above ; 
The young— the «ld— be strmgUieiied, 

And all men learn Thy love. 

4 And as the years roll over. 

And strong affections twine^ 
And tender memories gather 

About this sacred shrine. 
May this, its chief distinctions- 
Its glory ever be. 
That multitudes within it 
Have found their way to Thee. 

5 Lord God! our fathers' helper,— 

Our joy and hope and stay, 
Grant now a gracious earnest 

Of many a coming day : 
Our yearning hearts Thou knowest. 

We wait before Thy throne, 
O come, and by Thy presence 

Make this new house Thine own ! 

F. W. GOADET. 



2 Oft as in solemn, fervent prayer, i 
And holy adoration here. 

Thy saints together join : 
Hear Thou on Thy eternal throne, 
And send the varied blessings down, 

In streams of love divine. 

3 Here may the mourner find relief ; | 
A balm for all his inward grief, 

When doubts and fear annoy : 
Beauty for ashes here bestow; | 

Garments ot praise for heavy woe ; 

And peace and holy joy. , 

4 Here may the plants of righteousness, 
Deep rooted in the Saviour's grace. 

In due succession rise ; i 

Bearinir the fruits of faith divine, < 

And with increasing beauty shine, 

Till ripened for the skies. 

5 Then in Thy nobler courts above, I 
High seated on the mount of love. 

Where blissful numbers roll. 
Praises in loftier strains shall flow ; 
While pleasures, such as angels knoM-, 

Shall swell each raptured souL 

J. TYERS. 
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GREAT God, avow this house Thine 
own; 
Here let Thy power and lovebe known— 

Thy ark of menq^ rest: 
Of old Thon didst In Zion dwell, 
O let each mount ot Zion still 
Be with Tby presence blest! 
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L.M. 

GREAT God I while earth and sea and 
sky. 
With all their boundless realm are Thine, 
No temple our weak hands can rear 
Befits Thy majesty divine I 

a Tet O ! accept this humble house— 
Our gift of love, though poor it be. ~ 
And now on us Thy Spirit breathe. 
Till every soul is full of Thee! 

3 Begin we now with holy joy 

The glad, sweet round ox prayer and i 
praise; i 

Through Jesus hear our every plea, 
'llirough Him accept the songs we raise. 

4 Here may Thy pure, sweet gospel sound— 
The balm of heaven for earthly woe- 
Till souls in sin and sorrow lost. 
The bliss of full forgiveness know. 

5 Andwhen, world-tired, Thy people come : 
And lift their tear-dimmed eyes to Thee, 
O pierodd Heart I come Thou to heal ; 
And be what none beside can be. 

6 Thus, Lord, who didst in fire and cloud 
Thine Israel's guard and blessing prove, 
Make this an Elim's joyful rest. 
Beneath the shadow of Thy love ! 

Vr. WINSFORD. 



T IGHT up this house with glory. Lord ; 
^ Enter, and claim Thine own ; 
Receive the homage of our souls. 
Erect Thy temple-throne. 

a We reax no «I\«t— 1C\vc!«a.\«&v. ^%S».-x 
AVYvsbt \x%ea. Yww<i -^^ ^^ wm^^^''^^ 
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BENEVOLENT INSTITUTIONS. 



3 We ask no bright ghekinah-cloud 
To glorify the place; - 
Give, Lord, the substance of that sign— 
A plenitude of grace. 

i( No rushing, mighty wind we ask ; 
No tongues of flame desire ; 
Grant us the Spirit's quickening light, 
His purifying fire. 

5 Light up this house with glory. Lord— 
The glory of that love 
Which forms and saves a church below, 
And makes a heaven above. 

J. HARRIS. 
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OTHOU, who didst the temple fill 
With Thy resplendent awful train, 
The glory of Thine Israel still. 
Appear in those bright robes again. 

2 In us, and round about us, shine. 
Here cause us to behold Thy face : 
O make this tabernacle Thine; 

O sanctify this lowly place. 

3 Now send the jjromised unction down. 
And all our waiting hearts inspire: 
Lord Jesus, make Thy goings known. 
Thy ministers a flame of fire. 

4 Work with them, and confirm Thy word 
To all who worship in this place : 

O pour upon us, holy Lord, 
Unceasing showers of saving grace. 

Cong. Supplement. 



Amidst the sacrifice sablime 
For evenr age and every dime, 
This, of Thy priesthood's work was put 
To soothe one lonely woman's heart. 

So vrhea for church or truth we feel. 
Or world-wide enterprise, most zeal- 
Let us be sure we biest please Thee 
By tender, true humanity. 

NEWMAN BALL. 
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OTHOIT, whose own vast temple 
stands 
Built over earth and sea, 
Accept the walls that human hands 
Have raised to worship Thee. 

2 May erring minds, that worship here. 

Be taught the better way : 
And they who mourn, and they who fear. 
Be strengthened as they pray. 

3 May faith grow firm, and love grow 

warm. 
And pure devotion rise; 
While, round these hallowed walls, the 

storm 
Of earth-bom passion dies. 

W. C. BRYANT. 



ANNIVERSARIES OF 
BENEVOLENT INSTITU- 
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JESUS ! who, to favoured friend 







Thy mourning mother didst com- 
mend, 

Mindful, amidst o'erwhelming woe, 
Of her who stood and wept below— 

a Let not OUT sorrows selfish prove. 
Closing our hearts to claims of love ; 
Bat way we sweetest solace know 
Jj2 soothing o^her fnowruen' woq. 



CM. 

FOUNTAIN of good, to own Thy lore 
Our thankful hearts incline; 
What can we render. Lord, to Thee, 
When all the worlds are Thine? ' 

2 Btelp us, O Lord, Thy yoke to wear, , 

Delight to do Thy will, • ■ 

Each other's burdens glaidly bear. 
And love's sweet law f ulfiL 

3 To Thee our all devoted be. 

In ^hom we move and live ; 
Freely we have received of Thee— 
As freely may we give. 

4 Teach us, O Lord, with reverent love 

Thee in Thy poor to see, 
And while we minister to them, i 

To do it as to Thee. 

5 Only do Thou our alms accept. 

And with Thy blessing speed ; 
Bless us in giving,— greatly bless 
Our gifts to them that need. 

DODDRIDGE and E. OSLER. 
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L.M. , 

GLADSOME we hail this day's return ; 
In God's great name again we meet ; 
Our hearts once more within us bum, ' 
And our communion shall be sweet, i 

2 We bless Thee, Lord, for all the good i 
Thy liberal hand kas fireely given ; 
For grace by which our feet have stood ' 
In ways that lead the soul to heaven. . 

3 For all the mercies of the past 
We join in songs of filial praise; 
Around us now Thy favour cast, I 
Thou Guide and Guardian of our days, j 

4 'Twas by Thy Spirit's kindling flame ' 
Thy servants felt their bosoms glow, I 
And in Thy all-sustaining name, | 
They still with hallowed ardour go. j 

5 More strength we crave, more love, 

more zeal. 
That we may follow Christ, and live 
To labour for our brethren's weal, 
And unto Thee the glory give ! 

DAWSON BURNS. 
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8.7- 

LOUD of glory, who hast bought us 
With Thy life-blood as the price. 
Never grudging for the lost ones 

That tremendous sacrifice. 
And with that hast fireely given 

'B\e«n3a8&, co>9tXk.^<e»a «a\i\v% sand^ 
To t\ie \]LXvODAsit:iK.tvx\ «a)!\ >iXi« «^^ 
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BENEVOLENT INSTITUTIONS. 



a Grant us hearts, dear Lord, to yield 
Thee 
Gladly, freely of Thine own ; 
With the Etmshine of Thy goodness 

Melt our thankless hearts of stone ; 
Till our cold and selfish natures. 

Wanned by Thee, at length believe, 
That more happy and 'more bUtsed 
'Tii to give Uum to receive.' 

3 Wondrous honour hast Thou given 
J To our humblest charity 

I In Thine own mysterious sentence, 
I * Ye have done U unto Me.' 

I Can it be, O gracious Master, 

Thou dost deign for alms to sue, 
Saying by 1'hy poor and needy, 
'Give as I have given to you?' 

4 Lord of glory, who hast bought us 
With Thv life-blood as the price, 

Never grudging for the lost ones 
That tremendous sacrifice. 

Give us faith, to trust Thee boldly, 
Hope, to stay our souls on Thee; 

But O, best of all Thy graces, 
Give us heavenly chieurity. 

B. 8. ALDEBSON. 



VoO 8.8.8.4. 

OLORD of heaven and earth and sea. 
To Thee all praise and glory be ; 
How shall we show our love to Thee, 
AVho givest aU? 

3 The golden sunshine, vernal air. 
Sweet flowers and fruit. Thy love de- 
clare; 
When harvests ripen. Thou art there. 
Who givest alL 

3 For peaceful homes, and healthful days. 
For all the blessings earth displays. 
We owe Thee thankfulness and praise, 

Who givest ail 

4 Thou didst not spare Thine only Son, 
But gav'st Him for a world undone. 
And freely with that Blessdd One 

Thou givest alL 

5 Thou giv'st the Holy Spirit's dower. 
Spirit of life, and love, and power. 
And dost His sevenfold graces shower 

Upon us all. 

6 For souls redeemed, for sins forgiven, 
For means of grace and hopes of heaven, 
Father, what can to Thee be given. 

Who givest all? 

7 We lose what on ourselves we spend, 
AVe have as treasure without end 
Whatever, Lord, to Thee we lend, 

Who givest all. 

8 Whatever, Lord, we lend to Thee, 
Repaid a thousandfold will be ; 
Then gladly will we give to Thee, 

Who givest all; 

9 To Thee, from whom we all derive 
Our life, our gifts, our power to give : 
O may we ever with Thee live, 

Who givest all ! 

V. WO|lD8WORTH. 
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OTHOU through suffering perfect 
made. 
On whom the bitter cross was laid ; 
In hours of sickness, grief, and pain, 
No sufferer turns to Thee in vain. 

2 The halt, the maimed, the sick, the 

blind. 
Sought not in vain Thy tendance kind ; 
Now in Thy poor Thyself we see. 
And minister through them to Thee. 

3 O loving Saviour, Thou canst cure 
The pains and woes Thou didst endure : 
For all who need. Physician great. 
Thy healing balm we supplicate. 

4 But, O ! far more, let each keen pain 
And hour of woe be heavenly gain. 
Each stroke of Thy ch^ising rod 
Bring back the wanderer nearer God. 

5 O ! heal the bruised heart within : 
O ! save our souls all sick with sin : 
Give life and health in bounteous store. 
That we may praise Thee evermore. 

w. W. HOW. 

■ 0^« CM. double. 

THINE arm, O Lord, in days of old 
Was strong to heal and save ; 
It triumphed o'er disease and death. 

O'er darkness and the grave. 
To Thee they went, the blind, the 
dumb, 
The palsied and the lame, 
The leper with his tainted life, 
The sick with fevered frame. 

2 And lo ! Thy touch brought life and 

health. 

Gave speech and strength and sight ; 
And youth renewed and frenzy calmed 

Owned Thee, the Lord of light ; 
And now, O Lord, be near to bless. 

Almighty as of yore. 
In crowded street, by restless couch. 

As by Gennesareth's shore. 

3 Be Thou our great Deliverer still. 

Thou Lord of life and death ; 
Restore and quicken, soothe and bless. 

With Thine Almighty breath ; 
To hands that work, and eves that see. 

Give wisdom's heavenly lore. 
That whole and sick, and weak and 
strong, 

May praise Thee evermore. 

£. H. PLUMPTilE. 

• 88 87.87.77. 

THOU to whom the sick and dying 
Ever came, nor came in vain. 
Still with healing words replying 
To the wearied cry of pam ; 
Hear us, Jesus, as wc meet 
Suppliants at Thy mercy-seat. 

2 Still the weary, sick, and dying 
Need a brother's, sister's care. 
On TVv5 VAv^Yist "Si!^^ ^^VTSist 

Mas "^ft "ass^ >iJtv«vx XsoxS^^tis. ^Scaafe> 
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POB A PBOylDENT HOOIFTt. | 


-1 MiiV each ehtld of Thine be irtllliw. 
' TfiUinB tolh in h»°a I'll liearl. 


To con.tort and to WaB, 
To tend the iSiS aiid"«Sierle«> 


EVM hrlnfflnit nBoHng" -neet, 
eillipllint at Tbl ffiorcJ-BMit. 


la angel.' work belnw. 


J Then shall elcknen, an. tiUt ■odneES, 
(Ino in Thee tOBeOloI m™. 


'VSS.':5K*if&""-"- 


Whawlr Jot°ThLSB we £% Lai ' 
Wb do it unto Thee. 


Pnrdoneil Bt Thy Jiifl-mcntiPBt. 
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That I might ruiHmes be, 


791 


A],.l.i"iEten«l from the dead; 


Whare-et Ho went, afflhrtion Hed. 


, llij liN ».ia Eiven tor roe ; 


And sicHlieu reared h(3 faiDtiii« be»l 


1 What hHic J ei<™ for Thee! 


The opening ear. Uie looiBDed tonfiic. 


^^i^w^sfprLrnU""^ 




iMog jeara wtm spent for me ; 


His pieceiit" heard, His pralsM sraiB. 

' ^ biSi°Sei °* '^riM^veJ^j °^'r° 




Hal^ 1 spent ana lOi TLeeT 






"Wsa.'aa'K.. 


("er the coW eS™ Ho lMlSSi''HSbo4 




TvSj lutt fcr mrtWr night. 






For wajiderluet «ad and lime; 


In His ImmillnE pnnmra imiied; 






The storm ol bonoi caued to roU. 




Hmu I l™au8ht'f^'TliMi? 


And roa»in Uihtoned tbrougb the soul. 




, Thou, Lord, hast TwroB for me 
Mors than my lonpic oan teli 


S Thronahwiths of loyinj-Hndnas lei 




Of bitterest agonj, 


tread; 




Tfi3i.Ba«;: 


And where He giyea the porcr. ilii- 




\Vhit ha-B 1 bonia for Theo? 






r Ai.d Thou base brouiibt lo mo 




" D,wn (rooi Thj home ahore 












Thy iifirdon Mid Thj lore; 






u"" f!l^ 1 l™UBlit to llie^y''' 


FOR A'PROVIDENT 
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O^n'&t-r^iX^Erre^; 
Assemhled hBto with one mhotJ, 




J ■■ ■■ ■" ■ \' , „Avi;l«^*L,' 






Welirulse Him nith DCD heart iknd mice. 
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lire Hive Thee Irat Tlilue own, 


Thoo art oar refme in dlBUBIs; 
The hu-^band of tbo widow Thou! 
■ITie Patha of the (atheriewl 




A trmt. O Lord. Itora Thee, 
5 Mar we Thy bgnntlKi thus 


■" jffil bear 'each otbo?> b^nsVere ; 
And Ihns unite to do Thy 1.111 
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lu pcrfegt love and hoi/ lear. 




1 Grant that our union, hers b^im, 




I O) bf arm are bruised and d£a<l ; 


Hay eter Gnu and lasCins be; 




^ i„^ h^^^, arr bjLra and DUld: 




/ Jn,r/^'£rfcrwbomihe-Sheph«dW^ 
/ ^rc »(rfljlDS fjoiii tho (old! 


4^ One ^vl^ ^^ o*«. ^^J^^;^, 



MORNING. 



TIMES AND SEASONS. 
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L.M. 

AWAKE, my sool, and with the sun 
Thy daily stage of duty run : 
Shake off dull slotn, and joyful rue, 
To pay thy morning sacrifice. 

i Thy precioiis time misspent, redeem, 
Each present day thy last esteem ; 
Improve thy talent witii due care, 
For the great day thyself prepare. 

I Wake, and lift up thyself, my heart. 
And with the angels near thy part ; 
Who all night long unwearied sing 
High praise to the Eternal King. 

All pnuse to Thee, who safe hast kept. 
And hast refreshed me whilst I slept: 
Grant, Lord, when I from death shall 

wake, 
I may of endless light partake. 

Lord, I my tows to Thee renew. 
Disperse my sins as morning dew. 
Guard my first springs of thought and 

will, 
And with Thyself my spirit fill. 

Direct, control, suggest, this day. 
All I design, or do, or say; 
That all my powon, with all their might. 
In Thy sole glory may unite. 
Praise God from whom allhlessings flow, 
Praise Him all creatures here oaow ; 
Praise Him above, ye heaveidy hort. 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 

T. KSN. 
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FORTH in Thy name, O Lord, we go 
Our daily labour to pursue; 
Thee, only Thee, resolved to know. 
In all we think, or speak, or do. 

The task Thy wisdom hath assigned 
O let us cheerfully fulfil; 
In all our works Thy presence find. 
And prove Thy good and perfect will. 

Thee may we set at our right hand. 
Whose eyes our inmost substance see, 
And labour on at Thy command. 
And offer all our wonos to Thee. 

Give us to bear 1%y easy yoke, 
And every moment watch and pray ; 
And still to things eternal look. 
And hasten to Thy glorious day ; 

For Thee delightfully employ 
Whate'er Thy bounteous grace hath 

given, 
And run our course with even Joy, 
And closely walk with Thee to heaven. 

"WESLEY.* 
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JESUS. Sun of Righteousness, 
Biigbtest beam of love Divine, 
With the early moonlng-rajs 
Do Tbou on oar darfcneBS ahlne. 



As on drooping herb and flower 
Falls the soft refreshing dew. 
Let Thy Spirit's grace and power 
All our weary souls renew. 

Like the sun's reviving ray. 
May Thy love, with tender glow. 
All our coldness melt away. 
Warm and cheer us forth to go. 

O our only hope and guide. 
Never leave us nor forsake ; 
Keep us ever at Thy side. 
Till the eternal morning break. 

Lead us all our days and years 
In Thy straight and narrow way ; 
Lead us through the vale of tews 
To the land of pertect day. 

ROSENHOTIK 

796 

LORD of power, Lord of might ! 
God and Father of us all ; 
Lord of day, and Lord of ziight, 
Listen to our solemn call; 
Listen, whilst to Thee we raise 
Songs of prayer and songs of praise. 

Light and love and life are Thine, 
Great Creator of all good: 
Fill our souls with light divine; 
Give us, with our daily food. 
Blessings from Thy heavenly store. 
Blessings rich for evermore. 

Graft within our heart of hearts 
Love undying for Thy name ; 
Bid us, ere the dav departs. 
Spread afar our Makers fame : 
Young and old together bless. 
Clothe our souls with righteousness. 

Full of years, and full of peace. 
May our life on earth be blest ; 
When our trials here shall cease. 
And at last we sink to rest, 
Fountain of Eternal Love I 
Call us to our home above. 

G. THRINC. 
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TIMELY happy, timely wise I 
Hearts that with rising morn arise ; 
Eyes that the beam celestial view. 
Which evermore makes all things new. 

New every morning is the love 
Our wakening and uprising prove ; 
Through sleep and darkness safely 

brought. 
Restored to life and power and thought. 

New mercies, each returning day. 
Hover around us while we pray ; 
New perils past, new sins fonfiven, 
New thoughts of God, now hopes of 
heaven. | 

It ow o\M ^Adli <acssst«ft w» XS&B.^ 'x 

"Sew \.vsa«NXi«i «^»^^^^. ^sR^s^^wt.^jtv^^, 



Tu liticig ui dally ncsiti G^ 
. 7 Only» ■> Lord, la TLf dpu love, 

798 ' """ 

I O uncraited iiebt o! li(ht. 
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J cTCDlug prvriQcB T brln^ 

ik murcy In my BuTldur^ hadi^ ; 
lea, Jcru, dpjkiuq ms with Thy bk 
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l^ATHES, in high henvea dvclltnj. 

Throngh Che da; Thy Iotb hAtb fed ni 
Through the day Th; CDTO b^ led iu 
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GLORY to Thee, niy Gcd. tbli night, 
I'oc nil tbe bki^iia oC tho llghl: 
Keep ma, <^ l[»p me, £iiiA of klBgn. 
Beueotb ThJn« uim Alml^ty winge. 
Fonsl™ me. Lord, for Thy deu Son, 
That vjth the world, myselt, aod ThH. 

Tbo sraie aa mile aa my bed ; 
Bias glorloiu at the awlnl day. 



o Thi lai^ and sing Thy 
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lo Hcra my God whui I anin, 
S 'When In tbc x^l I. ABBl^Hft Va, 
T^ — 111 (Bwat* fllMitfoTOS ibKT 



EVfiNtl^Ci. 



6 Praise God from whom all blessingd 
flow, 
Praise Him all creatures here bdow, 
Praise Him above, angelic host. 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 

T. KEN. 
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t3.II.I3.II. 

How calmly the evening once more 
is descending. 
As l(ind as a promise, as still as a 
prayer; 
O wing of the Lord, in Thy shelter 
befriending. 
May we and our hooseholds continue 
to share 1 

3 The sky, like the kingdom of heaven, 

is open: 

() enter, my soul, at the glorious gates ; 

The silence and smile of His love are 

the token. 

Who now for all comers invitingly 

waits. 

3 We come to be soothed with His merci* 

ful healing; 
The dews of the night cure the wounds 

of the day ; 
We come, our life's worth and its brevity 

feeling. 
With thanks for the past; fw the 

future we pray. 

4 Lord, save us from folly ; be with as in 

sorrow; 
Sustain us in work till the time of 

our rest; 
When earth's day is over, may heaven's 

to-morrow 
Dawn on us, of homes long expected 

possest. 

T. X. LYNCH. 

804 a«. 

'OW from the altar of our hearts 
Let incense-fiames arise; 
Assist us. Lord, to offer up 
Our evening sacrifice. 

a Awake, our love ; awake, our Joy ; 
Awake, our heart and tongue ; 
Bleep not when mercies loudly call ; 
Break forth into a song. 

3 Minutes and mercies multiplied 

Have made up all this day; 
Minutes came quick, but mercies were 
More fleet and free than they. 

4 New time, new favours, and new joys. 

Do a new song r^raire ; 
Till we shall praise Thee as we would, 
Accept our hearts' desire. 

5 Lord of our time, whose hand hath set 

New time upon our score ; 
Thee may we praise for all our time. 
When time shall be no more I 

J. MASON. ' 
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^OW the day is over. 
Night is drawing nigh, 
SbadowB of the evening 
Bteal acroaa the sky. 



65.6s. 



i Jesu, give the weaTy 
Calm and sweet repose: 
With Thy tenderest blessing 
May our eyelids close. 

3 Grant to little children 

Visions bright of Thee ; 
Guard the sailors tossing 
On the deep blue sea. 

4 Comfort every sufferer 

Watching late in pain ; 
Those who plan some evil 
From their sin restrain. 

5 When the morning wakens. 

Then may I arise 
Pure and fresh and sinless 
In Thy holy eyes. 

6 Glory to the Father! 

Glory to the Son ! 
As to Thee, blest Spirit, 
Whilst all ages run ! 

8. BARINtJ-GOULD. 
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L.M. 

LIGHT of life. O Saviour dear. 
Before we sleep bow down Thine 
ear ; 
Through dark and day, o'er land and 

sea. 
We have no other hope but Thee. 

2 Oft from Thy royal road we part, 
Lost in the mazes of the heart : 
Our lamps put out, our course foigot, 
We seek for God and find Him not. 

3 What sudden sunbeams cheer our 

sight ! i 

What dawning risen upon the night ! 
Thou giv'st Thyself to us, and we 
Find Guide and Path and all in Thee. 

4 Through day and darkness, Saviour 

dear, 
Abide with us more nearly near ; 
Till on Thy face we lift our eyes, 
The Sun of God's own Paradise. 

5 Praise God, our Maker and our Friend : 
Praise Him through time, till time 

shall end ; 

Till psalm and song His name adore. 

Through Heaven's great day of Ever- 
more. 

F. T. PALGRAVE. 
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SAVIOUR, breathe an evening bless- 
ing 
Ere repose onx spirits seal ; 
Sin and want we come confessing. 
Thou canst save, and Thou canst heal. 

3 Though destruction wsjk around us. 
Though the arrow past us fly. 
Angel^ruards from Thee surround us ; 
We are safe, it Thavs. «xt» "blvs^- 



Clod la ll«hc, Hid di 



4 ThgwFBry wcHldUmaiitderiwiodecVi 
Ita glDTica wane, ita pa^CAiitd odeftvu: 
In uiat lut auBHi, wliea tba itaB ^J 

Mb; we Hiu, Hnksned br ThT Oil 
Wllh ThBBTO LoH. tor tna to ^ 



Ttb-hora dood ariia 

(t dew» of kindly bL 
—"la ™tlT it«i^_ 
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il'iejeg) mHB du is put and ots^ 

, 1 Alfaaiila. O Loid, to Tbtit 

^"P Wb piay ThM noir thiH sinlai 



-jc beaiti to Tbee: 

And uk Tbea thU oaeiueleti 
Tlie houn Df dark □■» be. 
O Jesu I keep u In Thy rltbt. 



Ere tbrough VUg worLi 



MidniBbt ia iloriou no- 



3 Thou who, in dafbDBBa, wal 
UpoDtiiewaTea,BadTh$ Jl^l 



O J»u. kasp w In Thy •i«bt. , 

And^iiu^iifltbroi^tbeBODDinAiiiahtl I 
4 Be nioa ouv bouIV preHTTcr. \ 
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3t departing *l*f 



Our bFe ie bat a ladiiif dawi 
ItB Elariovs noon bov «idickl 
l£ad as, O Chrlit. irbm all 






I clotbcd Id ipoUiaa 
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1 Thee, i bnaMs 



US (iTca u ebildlike trust, I 

ud hope irlbhsut allay ; Q1 e BPttlHO, 

Lh>t trSunpht o'er tha dust, OlO lu.g,. double, | 

.1 . .. T .„■ A 1^.1,' Wriitmdclieeifty rounflu*; 



it mlddt, df«T Lard, vid sa 



'Spnog Hid all Itfi plwuTa too : 
Evcry^nu ii full or itadnua ; 

Dew ia bilflbt aud buda ai4 uv: 
Eartb. with aU iia Hu ud laibBB, 

Seamg a aMPM place kPdaj. 
11 tbe flonn, that tad« ao (nilckly 



-BE SEASOKS. 

Ll. BOniea of flTen loft 

layTfaTinlM am utBan 



It b« Ood'a IasH of KcBt, 
HTH that nertr wither, 



Sothina evil ffoetl 
ra mnm ran, Nothrna BOOd 1> 

■a ateadj nol« ; ^^15^*^ So^ re 



I taudU l9 TtaH lo &L 

uaa wb»n to t^ Bk iMM. 

T nufDA at Vbt commaDd. i ~ Then'han itat asd pww'uS ll^t. 1 

the air and ii^nta tba land : j, u. skalk. i 

u com. asd cheer the Tine, ttlO O.M. 

in autumn ilcihlT poma, rrBE eIot o' Uh Spring tanir aweet 1 

lcnirooaata,iedundHtiitDrcE: i, Tlie newbon life bow glad! 

i^ aoftencd hr Thjr ar^ Wbit Jo; tbe happr eatib to fntt 

t naa of horror wear. In new, biicbt n^ment clad ; ' 



ontbMadwaekaanddafB. j The I 



Se^°nia!iblnB 



unbovvq pqime th 
oee brlghfet coma 



The new Bona of each niahblne^e, 
Tbc new birth of each flower ! 

I greet ThT going forth : 

01 Tby renevM earth. 



jden. vlel 
print with boil 



SHII let new Ufa and atrensthupipriiig ; 

luia; i And franl tbe glad new Kiig to ilng 

with bosnteoan hand, Through the new caxth and hearen ! 
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Bird, flower, and tree seem to agree 
Their choicest gifts to bring ; 

But this dead heart bears not its part ; 
In it there id no Spring. 

a Dews fall apdce, the dews Of grace, 

Upon this soul of sin ; 
And love divine delights to shine 

Upon the waste within : 
Yet year by year fruits, flowers, appear, 

And birds their praises sing ; 
But this dead heart bears not its part ; 

Its Winter has no Spring. 

3 Lord, let Thy love, fresh from above. 
Soft as the south wind blow ; 
Call forth its bloom, wake its perfume, 

And bid its spices flow: 
And when Thy voice makes earth re- 
joice, 
And the hills laugh and sing, 
Lord, teach this heart to bear its part, 
And join the praise of Spring. 

J. 8. B. MONSSLL. 
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SUMMER. 
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SUMMER suns are glowing 
Over land and sea, 
Happy light is flowing 
Bountiful and free. 

2 Every thing rejoices 

In the mellow rays, 
Ail earth's thousand voices 
Swell the psalm of praise. 

3 God's free mercy streameth 

Over all the world, 
And His banner gleameth 
Everywhere unfurled. 

4 Broad and deep and glorioiu 

As the heaven above. 
Shines in might victorious 
His eternal Love. 

5 Lord, upon our blindness 

Thy pure radiance pour ; 
For Thy loving-kindness 
Makes us love Thee more. 

6 And when clouds are drifting 

Dark across our sky, 
Then, the veil uplifting, 
Father, be Thou nigh. 

7 We will never doubt Thee, 

Though Thou veil Thy light : 
Life is dark without Thee ; 
Death with Thee is bright. 

8 Light of Light ! shine o'er us 

On our pilgrim way. 

Go Thou still before us 

To the endless day. 

w. w. now. 

Q1 Q AUTUMN. 

oiy 7.6. double. 

rpHE leaves around me falling 
-^ Are preaching of decay ; 

xoe hollow winds are calling, 
Come, pilgrim, come awayl' 



The day in night decliiling, 

Says I too must decline; 
The year, itfl life resigning,-*- 

Its lot foreshadows mine. 

The light my path surroundhig. 

The love to which I cling. 
The hopes within me bounding. 

The joys that round me sing,-^ 
All melt like stars of even 

Before the morning's ray. 
Pass upward into heaven. 

And chide at my delay. 

The friends gone there before me 
Are calling from on high. 

And joyous angels o'er me 
Tempt sweetly to the sky. 

•Why wait,' they say, 'and wither 
'Mid scenes of death and sin ? 

rise to glory hither. 
And find true life begin.' 

1 hear the invitation, 

And fain would rise and come, 
A sinner to salvation. 

An exile to his home; 
But while I here must linger. 

Thus, thus let all I see 
Point on with faithful finger 

To heaven, O Lord, and Thee. 

H. p. LYTE. 
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THE year is swiftly waning: 
The summer-days are past; 
And life, brief life, is speeding ; 
The end is nearing fast. 

2 The ever-changing seasons 

In silence come and go ; 
But Thou, Eternal Father, 
No time or change canst know. 

3 O ! pour Thy grace upon ns. 

That we may worthier be, 
Each year that passes o'er us. 

To dwell in heaven with Thee. 
I O ! by each mercy sent us. 

And by each grief and pain. 
By blessings like the sunsnine. 

And sorrows like the rain, 

5 Our barren hearts make fruitful 
With every goodly grace. 
That we Thy name may hallow. 
And see at last Thy face. 

W. W. HOW. 

I 

821 ""^"^ 

WINTER reigneth o'er the land, 
Freezing with its icy broath: 
Dead and bare the tall trees stand; 
All is chill and drear as death. 

( " Yet it seemeth but a day 

Since the summer flowers were here^ 
Sinoe they stacked the balmy hay. 
Since they reaped the golden ear. 

r^ Snnxk7 d&^a «.T<6 i;>aa>\> «.\vd. ^ne : 

Onwata ever, eacu rL«N» ou^ 
dwUtet eveedVQg \i\vb>^ ^^x« \aa\>. 



HARVEST. 



4 Life is waning ; life is brief; 
Death, lilce winter, standeth nigh: 
Eacli one, like the falling leaf. 
Soon shall f^Mle and fall and die. 

5 But the sleq;>ing earth shall wake. 
And the flowers all burst in bloom. 
And all nature, rising, break 
Glorious from its wintry tomb. 

6 So, Lord, after slumber blest 
Ck>mes a brisht awakening : 
And our flesh in hope sluul rest 
Of a nerer-fadhig spring. 

W. W. HOW. 
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OOO HARVEST. 

COME, ye thankful people, oome, 
liaise tiie song of Harvest-Home ! 
All is safely gathered in. 
Ere the winter storms h^fin : 
God, our Maker, doth provide 
For our wants to be supplied :— 
Come to God's own temple, come. 
Raise the song of Harvest-Home ! 

3 All the world is God's own fleld. 
Fruit unto His praise to yield ; 
Wheat and tares together sown. 
Unto joy or sorrow grown ; 
First the blade, and then the ear, 
Then the full com shall appear : 
Lord of harvest, grant that we 
Wholesome grain and pure may be. 

3 For the Lord our God shall come. 
And shall take His harvest home : 
From His fleld shall in that day 
All offences purge away ; 

Give His angels charge at last 
In the fire the tares to cast ; 
But the fruitful ears to store 
In His gamer evermore. 

4 Even so, Lord, quicklycome 
To Thy final Harvest-Home I 
Gather Thou Thy people in. 
Free from sorrow, flree fcrom sin; 
There for ever pnrifled. 

In Thy presence to abide : 
Come, with all Thine angels, oome 
Baise the glorious Harvest-Home ! 

H. ALFORD. 
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FOUNTAIN of mercy ! God of lovo ! 
How rich Thy bounties are ! 
The changing seasons, as they move. 
Proclaim Tbj constant care. 

a When in the bosom of the earth 
The sower hid the grain. 
Thy goodness marked its secret birth, 
And sent the early rain. 

3 The spring's sweet influence, Lord, 

was Thine, 
The plants in beauty grew ; 
Thou gav'st refulgent suns to shine, 
And soft refrewing dew. 

4 These varied mercies from above 

Matured the BweUing grain : 
A kindly barreat crowns Thy love. 
And plenty flUs the plain. 



CM. 
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5 We own and bless Thy gracious sway, 

Thy hand all nature hails ; 
Seed-time nor harvest, night nor day. 
Summer nor winter, fails. 

6 Foimtain of love, our praise is Thine, 

To Thee our songs we'll raise. 
And all created nature join 
In sweet harmonious praise. 

A. FLOWEBDEW. 
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GREAT €rod ! as seasons disappear. 
And changes mark the rolling year. 
Thy favour still has crowned our days. 
And we would celebrate Thy praise. 

3 The harvest-song would we repeat ; 
Thou givest us the finest wheat ; 
The joys of harvest we have known : 
The pxaise, O Lord ! is all Thiue own. 

3 Our tables spread, our gamers stored, 
O give us hearts to bless Thee, Lord I 
Forbid it. Source of light and love. 
That hearts and lives should barren 

prove. 

4 Another harvest comes apace. 
Ripen our spirits by Thy grace, 
That we may calmur meet the blow 
The sickle gives to lay us low. 

5 That so, when angel-reapers come. 
To gather sheaves to Thy blest home, 
Our spirits may be borne on high, 
To Thy safe gamer in the sky. 

E. BUTCHER. 
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LORD of the Harvest, Thee we hail: 
Thine ancient promise doth not 
fail ; 
The varying seasons haste their round ; 
With goodness all our years are 
crowned : 
Our thanks we pay, 
This holy day ; 
O let our hearts in tune be found ! 

2 When spring awakes the song of mirth. 
When summer warms the fruitful earth. 
When winter sweeps the naked plain, 
Or autumn yields its ripened grain. 

We still do sing. 
To Thee our King; 
Through all their changes Thou dost 
reign. 

3 Bat chiefly when Thy liberal hand 
Bestows new plenty o'er the laud,— 
When sounds of music flll the air. 
As, homeward, all their treasures bear ; 

With them we raise 
Our hymn of praise 
For we Thy common bounties share. 

4 Lord of the Harvest, all is Thine,— 
The rains that fall, the suns that shiue, 
The seed once hidden in the ground. 
The skill that makes our fruUa abouxv^l. 

"Sew e^wi icM 
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PRAISE, O praise our God and King ; 
Hymns ot adoration sing; 
For His mercies still endure 
Ever faithful, ev^ sure. 

2 Praise Him that He made the sun 
Day by day his course to run ; 
For His mercies still endure 
Ever faithful, ever sure; 

3 And the silver moon by night, 
Shining with her gentle light ; 
For His mercies still endure 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

4 Praise Him that He gave the rain 
To mature the swelling grain ; 
For His mercies still endure 
Ever faithful, ever sure ; 

5 And hath bid the fruitful field 
Crops of precious increase yield ; 
For His mercies still endure 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

6 Praise Him for our harvest-store. 
He hath filled the gamer-floor ; 
For His mercies stul endure 
Ever faithful, ever sure ; 

7 And for richer Food than this, 
Pledge of everlasting bliss ; 
For His mercies still endure 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

8 Glory to our bounteous King ; 
Glory let creation sing; 
Glory to the Father, Son, 
And Blest Spirit, Three in One! 

H. W. BAKER. 



Accept the gifts we offer 

For all Thy love ImpartB. 
And, what Thou most desirest. 
Our hmnble, thankful h^urts. 
All good gifts around ua 

Axe sent from heaven above. 
Then thank the Lord, O thank the 
Lord- 
For all His love I 

U. CLAUDHTS, trattS. MSB CAJnBIU, 



828 



CLOSE OP THE YEAR. 



P.M. 



827 

WE plou^ the fields, and scatter 
The good seed on the land, 
But it is fed and watered 
I By God's almighty hand; 

He sends the snow in winter, 

The warmth to swell the grain, 
The breezes, and the sunshine, 
' And soft refreshing rain. 

All good gifts around us 

Are sent from heaven above. 
Then thank the Lord, O thank the 
Lord, 
For all His love ! 
2 He only is the Maker 

Of all things near and far; 
I He paints the wayside flower, 
I He lights the evening star; 

The wind and waves obey Him, 
By Him the birds are fed ; 
'■ Much more to us. His children. 
He gives our daily bread. 
All good gifts around us 
I Are sent from heaven above. 

Then thank the Lord, O thank the 
Lord, 
For all Hia love I 
S We thank Tbeo then, O Father, 
,For all tbiDgB bright and good, 
■Tbe seed-time and the harvest, 
Our life, our health, our food; 



P.M. 

DAYS and moments quickly flying 
Speed us onward to the dead; 
O how soon shall we be lying 
Each within hia narrow hw. I 

2 Jesus, merciful Redeemer, 

Rouse dead souls to hear Thy voice ; 
Wake, O I wake each idle dreamer 
Now to make tiie eternal choice. 

3 Soon before the Judge all glorious 

We with all the dead shall stand; 
Saviour, over death victorious. 
Place us then on Thy right hand. 

4 Life passeth soon ; dea^ draweth near ; 
Keep us, good Lord, tiU Thou appear: 

With Thee to live, 

With Thee to dieu 

With Thee to reign througn eternity ! 



5 As a shadow life is fleeting; 
As a vapour so it flies; 

For the old year, now retreating. 
Pardon grant and make us ^me ;— 

6 Wise that we our days may number. 
Strive and wrestle with our ain. 

Stay not in our work nor slumber. 
Till Thy glorious rest we win. 

7 Soon before the Judge all i^orioua 

We with all the dead shall stand; 
Saviour, over death viotorious. 
Place us then on Thy right hand. 

8 Life passeth soon; death draweth near; 
Keep us, good Lord, till Thou appear; 

With Thee to live, 

With Thee to die, 

With Thee to reign through eternity ! 

X. OASWAIJ.. 

Xot«.— The former half of the Above hymn may 
be Bune at anv time ; the whole, or the Istter h«l/, 
at the dose of the year. 
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nREAT God, wesingthat mighty hand, 
VJ By which suppOTtedatilTwe stand; 
^e openmg year Thy mercy shows ; 
That mercy crowns it till it close. 
2 By day, by night, at home, abroad. 
Still are we guarded by our God, 
By His incessant bounty fed. 
By His unerring counsel led. 

I 'W\.\&i ft«.\ietvA. Yveas^a ^« lyuit^ra own; 
The tu.\>\ae, b^Wa >aa xo^tmonn^ 
"We \iO Tb.'s i^Mx^^axl c»a« ocRBas^ 
And 'peaA«ltiQ\ Yeon^ \Mft»t« ^Ctsi IwXi. 
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THE NEW TEAR. 



I 4 In scenes exalted or deroessed 

I Thou art our joy, and lllou cor rest : 

Thy soodnesB all our hopes shall raise. 

Adored throogh all our <duuiging days. 

S When death shaQ intemtpt these songs. 
And seal in sUenee mortal tongues, 
Our helper-Ood, in whom we trust. 
In better worlds our souls shall boast 

DODPRIDOB. 
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HOJTBS and days and months and 
years. 
Come and go, arise and fall. 
Gains and losses, smiles and tears. 
Freely scattered through them all; 
O my Sariour ! let them bo 
Radiant with Thy life divine, 
Spent in better BerringThee, 
And becoming wholly TThine. 

3 O'er the threshold of the year. 
Sprinkled with Thv precious blood, 
Ijet me draw to lliee more near, 
Ifode by Thee more wise and good ; 
O my Saviour ! when this soul 
Proudly would its way pursue, 
Let Thy sorrow's soft control 
Gently chasten and subdue. 

3 For the blessM yean gone by. 
And the joys which winged their flight. 
For the blessdd hopes on high, 
Making all the future bright ; 
For the stay and strength Thou art. 
Ever wast and still shalt be, 
O my Saviour! let this heart 
I Ring its joy-beUs out to Thee. 

: 4 Let the memoiT of the past 

, Shed its i^ow on years to come. 
Yield its wisdom, and at last 

I Light my wandering footsteps home ; 

i O mj Saviour 1 with Thv blood 
Sprinkle all my future days. 
Make them holy, keep them good. 
Fill them with Thine endless praise. 

J. 8. B. MON8ELL. 
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OGOD, the Bock of Ages, 
Who evermore hast oeen, 
What time the tempest rages, 

Our dwdling-plaoe serene : 
Before Thy first creations, 

O Lord, the same as now. 
To endless generations 
The Everlasting Thoul 

3 Onr years are like the shadows 

On sunny hills that lie, 
Orgrasses in the meadows 

That blossom but to die : 
A sleep, a dream, a story 

By strangers quickly told. 
An unremaining glory 

Of things that soon are old. 

3 O Thou, who canst not slumber. 
Whose light grawB never pale, 
Teacb ua tight to nmnber 
Our yean before (hey taHL 



7.6. 



On us Thy mercy lighten. 
On us Ihy goodness rest. 

And let Thy Spirit brighten 
The hearts Thyself hast blessed. 

4 Lord, crown our faith's endeavour 

With beauty and with grace. 
TiU, clothed in light for ever, 

We see Thee face to face : 
A joy no language measures; 

A fountain brimming o'er; 
An endless flow of pleasures; 

An ocean without shore. 

E. n. BICKERATETII. 
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REMARK, my soul, the narrow 
bounds 
Of the revolving year I 
How swift the weeks complete their 
roimds! 
How short the months appear! 

3 So fast eternity comes on. 
And that important day. 
When all that mortal life has done. 
God's judgment shall survey. 

3 Yet, like an idle tale, we pass 

The swift advancing year; 
And study ulful ways to increase 
The speed of its career. 

4 Waken, O God ! my trifling heart, 
Its great concern to see; 

That I may act the Christian part, 
And give the year to Thee. 

5 So shall their course more grateful roll. 
If future years arise; 

Or this shall bear my smiling soul* 
To joy that never dies. 

DODDRIDGE. 
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«««> THE NEW YEAR. 
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BREAK, new-bom year, on glad eyes 
break! 
Melodious voices move! 
On, rolling Time ! ^ou canst not make 
The Father cease to love. 

3 Our hearts in tears may oft run o'er; 
But, Lord, Thy smile still beams; 
Our sins are swelling evermore ; 
But pardoning grace still streams. 

3 Lord ! from this year more service win, 
More glory, more delight ! 

O make its hours less sad with sin. 
Its days with Thee more bright ! 

4 Then we may bless its precious things. 
If earthly cheer should come : 

Or gladsome mount on angel wings. 
If Thou wouldst tiJce us nome. 

5 O golden then the houm xmosh Va^V 
The -seas xn-va^ "n»ftftA\» ««^ri<.*. 

Yes, liot^ 'wWYv \M^\n -twfikssftis 

Thine ov^T^^ VWiK^ "^^^ ^^^^-wa. 
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COME, let us anew 
Our journey pursue, 
Roll round with uie year, 
And never stand still tiU the Master 
appear. 

3 His adorable will 
Let us gladly fulfil. 
And our talents improve. 
By the patience of hope, and the labour 
of love. 

3 Our life is a dream« 
Our time as a stream 
Glides swiftly away. 

And the fugitive moment refuses to 
stay. 

4 The arrow is flown. 
The moment is gone; 
Time's last solemn year 

Rushes on to our view, and eternity's 
here. 

5 O that each in the day 
Of His coming may say, 

*I have fought my way through. 
I have finished the work Thou didst 
give me to do ! ' 

6 O that each from his Lord 
May receive the glad word, 
• Well and faithfully done ! 

Enter into My joy, and sit down on My 
throne. 

WESLEY.* 
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FATHER, here we dedicate 
This new year to Thee, 
In whatever worldly state 

Thou wilt have us be. 
Not from sorrow, pain, or care, 

Freedom dare we claim ; 
This alone shall be our prayer : 
*QloHfi/ Thy name.' 

Can a child presume to choose 

Where or now to live? 
Can a father's love refuse 

All the best to give? 
More Thou givest every day 

Than the best can claim ; 
Nor withholdest aught that may 

* Olorify Thy name.' 

If in mercy Thou wilt spare 

Joys we yet partake ; 
If on life, serene and fair. 

Brighter rays may break ; 
Thee our hearts, while e^iad they sing, 

Sliall in all proclaim; 
And, whate'er the year may bring, 

'Qlori/y Thy name.' 

li Thou callest to the cross. 

And its shadow come. 
Turning all our gain to loss. 

Shrouding heart and home ; 
May we think how Thy dear Son 

To His glory came. 
In His footsteps follow on ; 

'Olorify Thy name.' 

L. TurriETT. 

'7i 
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FOR Thy mercy and Thy grace 
Faithful through another year. 
Hear our song of thankfulness ; 
Father and Redeemer, hear 1 

2 In our weakness and distress. 

Rock of Strength ! be Thou our st«y ; 
In the pathless wilderness 
Be our true and living Way. 

3 Who of us death's awful road 
In the coming year shall tread ; 
With Thy rod and staflf, O God, 
Comfort Thou his dying bed. 

4 Keep us faithful, keep us pure. 
Keep us evermore Thine own. 
Help, O help us to endure, 
Fit us for the promised crown. 

5 So within Thy palace gate 

We shall praise, on golden strings. 

Thee, the only Potentate, 

Lord of lords and King of kings. 

H. DOWNTON. 
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HARP, awake! Tell out the story 
Of our love and joy and praise ; 
Lute, awake ! awake our gloiy 1 

Join a thankful song to raise ! 
Join us, brethren faithful-hearted. 

Lift the solemn voice again 
O'er another year departed 
Of our threescore years and ten ! 

2 Lo! a theme for deepest sadness. 

In ourselves with sin defiled; 
Lo I a theme for holiest gladness. 

In our Father reconciled! 
In the dust we bend before Thee, 

Lord of sinless hosts above ; 
Yet in lowliest joy adore Thee, 

God of mercy, grace, and love ! 

3 Gracious Saviour! Thou hast lengthened 

And hast blest our mortal span. 
And in our weak hearts hast streng- 
thened 

What Thy grace alone began ; 
Still, when danger shall betide us. 

Be Thy warning whisper heard ; 
Keep us at Thy feet, and guide us 

By Thy Sphdt and Thy word ! 

4 Let Thy favour and Thy blessing 

Crown the year we now begin : 
Let us all. Thy strength possessing. 

Grow in grace, and vanqiiish sin. 
Storms are round us, hearts are quailing. 

Signs in heaven and earth and sea ; 
But when heaven and earth are failing, 

Saviour ! we will trust in Thee. 

H. DOWNTON. 

838 87.87.77. 

HELP. Lord Jesus, let Thy blessing 
Rest upon this opening year. 
May we now, new strength possessing; 

Walk in love and holy fear. 
Dearest Saviour, speed our way. 
Strength bestow oom day to day. 
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CHILDHOOD'S yean are passing o'er 
us, 
Youthful days vill soon be gone ; 
Cares and sorrows lie before tis, 
Hidden dangers, snares unknown. 

a O may He who, meek and lowly. 
Trod Himself this vale of woe. 
Make us His, and make us holy. 
Guard and guide us while we go I 

3 Hark, it is the Saviour calling, 

'Little children, foUow Me;' 
Jesus, keep our feet from falling ; 
Teach us all to follow Thee. 

4 Soon wo part : it may be never, 

Never here to meet a^in ; 
O to meet in heaven for ever I 
O the crown of life to gain ! 

W. DICKSON. 
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Thine is ova youthful prime. 
And life and all its powers: 
Be with us in our morning time. 
And bless our evening hours. 

In wisdom let us grow 
As years and strength are given. 
That we mi^serve Thy Churdi below, 
And join Thy saints in heaven. 

J. H. GU&NEir. 
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CHILDREN'S voices, high in heaven, 
Make sweet music round the throne; 
Them the King of kings hath given 
Glory lasting as His own : 
Lordl it was Thy mercy free, 
Suffered them to come to Thee. 

2 We would think of them to-day, 
And their everlasting song; 
We woiiid sing as blest as they. 
In the spirit-land erelong: 
Lord ! let us Thy children be,— 
Suffer us to come to Thee 1 

3 Now to come with loving mind. 
Simple faith and earnest prayer, 
Seeking Thy dear cross, to find 
Full and free salvation there : 
Lamb of God 1 our Saviour be, 
Suffer us to come to Thee 1 

4 Lord, we come ! be Thou our guide 
Through life's dark and troubled way; 
And, when trained and sanctified, 
Kaise us to the perfect day: 

Then in heaven Thy word shall be, 
' Suffer them to come to Me.' 

O. RAWSON. 
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FAIR waved the golden com 
In Oanaan's pleasant land. 
When full of joy some shining mom 
Went forth the reaper-band. 

2 To God, so good and great. 
Their cheerful thanks they pour. 

Then carry to His temple-gate 
The choicest of their store. 

3 For thus the holy word. 
Spoken by Moses ran— 

*!Z%e j&rst ripe ears are for the Lord, 
^e rest Me gives to man.' 

X/A-o JsrsksU Lord, we give 
Our earliest fruita to Thee, 
A^ pray that, long as we shall live. 
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GRACIOUS Saviour, gentle Shepherd, 
Little ones arc dear to Thee : 
Gathered with Thine arms, and carried 

In Thy bosom, may we be 
Sweetly, fondly, safely tended; 
From all want and danger free. 

2 Tender Shepherd, never leave us I 

From Thy fold to go astray; 
By Thy look of love directed. 

May we walk the narrow way; 
Thus direct us, and protect us, 

Lest we faU an easy prey. 

3 Let Thy holy Word instruct us. 
Keep our spirits pure and bright; 

Let Thy love and grace constr^ ns 
To approve whate er is right, 

Take Thine easy yoke, and wear it, 
And to prove Thy burden light. 

4 Taught to lisp the holy praises. 
Which on earth Thy children sing, 

Both with lips and heart unf eigndd 
May we our thank-offerings bring ; 

Then with all the saints in glory 
Join to praise their Lord and King ! 

J. E. LESSON and H. WHIIT£M0B£. 
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HOW dearly God must love us. 
And this poor world of ours. 
To spread blue skies above us. 

And deck the earth with flowers ! 
There's not a weed so lovdy. 

Nor bird that clra>ves the air. 
But tells, in accents holy. 
His kindness and His care. 

2 He bids the sun to warm us. 

And light the path we tread; 
At night, lest aught should harm us. 

He guards our welcome bed : 
He gives our needful clothing. 

And sends our daily food ; 
His love denies us nothing 

His wisdom deemeth good. 

3 The Bible, too. He sends us. 

That teUs how Jesus came. 
Whose word can save and cleanse us 

From guilt and sin and shame. 
O may God's mercies move us 

To serve Him with our powers I 
For, O how He must love us, 

And this poor world of ours ! 

S. W. PA&TRIDQE. 

848 66.66.88. 
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When taddenly a voice diTine 

Rang through the silence of the shrine. 

2 The old man, meek and mild. 

The priest of Israel, slept; 
His watch the temple-child. 

The little Levite, kept; 
And what from Eli's sense was sealed. 
The Lord to Hannah's son revealed. 

3 O jdve me Samuel's ear,— 

•fee open ear, O Tiord, 
Alive and quick to hear 

Each whisper of Thy word ; 
Like him to answer at Thy call. 
And to obey Thee first of all. 

4 O give me Samuel's heart,— 

A lowly heart, that waits 
Where in Thy house Thou art, 

Or watches at Thy gates 
By day and nij^t,— a heart that still 
Moves at the breathing of Thy will. 

5 O give me Samuel's mind, 

A sweet unmurmiuing faith, 
Obedient and resigned 

To Thee in life and death. 
That I may read with childlike eyes 
Trutha HbaA are bidden from the wise. 

J. D. BUKKti. 
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And that I might have seen HL) kind 
look when He said, 
'Let the little ones come imto Me.' 

3 Yet still to His footstool in prayer 1 

may go, 
And ask for a share in His love; 
And if I now earnestly seek Him below, 
I shall see Him and hear Him above; — 

4 In that beautiful place He is gone to 

prepare 
For all who are washed and forgiven ; 
And many dear children are gathering 
there, 
For of such is the kingdom of heaven. 

HR8. LUKE. 
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I LOVE to hear the story, 
Which angel-voices tell, 
How once the King of glonr 

Came down on earth to dwell. 
I am both wei^ and sinful, 

Bat this I surely know, 
The Lord came down to save me. 
Because He loved me so. 

a I'm c^ad my blessdd Saviour 

Was once a child like me. 
To show how pure and holy 

His little ones might be. 
And if I try to follow 

His footsteps here below, 
He never will foiget me. 

Because He loves me so. 

3 To sing His love and mercy. 

My sweetest songs I'll raise. 
And thou|^ I cannot see Hiin, 

I know He hears my praise : 
For He has kindly promised. 

That even I may go 
To sing among His angels. 

Because He loves me so. 

E. n. MILLER. 

850 P.M 

I THINK when I read that sweet story 
of old. 
When Jesus was here among men, 
How He called little children as lambs 
to His fold, ■ _, ^ „. 

I should like to have been with Him 
then. 

? 7 wish that Hia hands had beeE placed 
on my head, 
That HiB arm had been thrown 
aronnd me. 



CM. 

IS earth too fair, Is youth too bright. 
To need the smile of heaven ? 
Have I no deadly foes to fifi^t. 
No sins to be forgiven ? 

2 Am I too young to seek the Lord, 

Who left His heaven for me ; 
Too young to hold those sins abborrid 
He bore upon the tree? 

3 My Father ! may not this glad heart 

Feel Thee its sovereign good. 
And bless, my Saviour, its dear part 
In Thine atoning blood? 

4 Hath not Thy word a promise sweet 
; For spirits young as mine? 

May not my soul have leave to greet 
Some vision all divine? 

5 O awful God of holiness! 
, I would be all Thine own ; 
I < ) God of joy ! O God of grace ! 

I bow before Thy throne. 

I pray Thee not to keep from me 
All sorrow and all smart ; 

But now I bring my joy to Thee ; 
Accept this glowing heart I 

T. H. GILL.* 
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JESUS, high in glory. 
Lend a listening ear ; 
When we bow before Thee, 
Children's praises hear. 

2 Though Thou art so holy. 

Heaven's almighty King, 
Thou wilt stoop to listen. 
When Thy praise we sing. 

3 We are little children, 

Weak and apt to stray ; 
Saviour, guide and keep tis 
In the heavenly way. 

4 Save us, Lord, from sinning; 

Watch us day by day ; 
Help us now to love Thee ; 
Take our sins away. 



6.5. 
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SERVICT.S FOR THE YOUNG. 
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6 Then, when Jesus calls us 
To our heavenly home. 
We would gladly answer, 
' Saviour, Lord, we come ! ' 

American Hymn. 
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LITTLE vessels on life's waters, 
Theirs may be a stormy sea. 
Swept by winds of lawless passion, 
Waves that drive the soul from Thee ; 

Storm-controller, 
Take the helm, their pilot be ! 

a If their sea and sky.be tranquil. 
They may linger far from home ; 
Send Thou then the heavenly breezes. 
Wafting them from where uiey roam. 

To Thy kingdom. 
Far beyond the billow's moan. 

3 Sunken rocks shall never wreck them, 

Hidden currents ne'er betray ; 
Only be their great Ciommander.- 
Guide them o'er their solemn way, 

Past all perils, 
Through the ocean mist and spray. 

4 If, the gloom of grief prevailing, 

Heaven should seem a doubtful shore. 
Send its radiance o'er the surges, 
Brighten all their way before. 

To that kingdom 
Where the sea shall be no more. 

5 Bring them to the quiet haven. 

Where the glorious Lord shall be 
Place of streams, and rivers broader 
Than this heaving, sounding sea,— 

Yet no billows 
Rise through all eternity. 

E. H. JACKSON. 

854 8, 

10RD, from this time we cry to Thee ! 
-i Thou of our youth the guide shalt 
be;' 
Draw near and take us by the hand. 
And lead into the upright land! 
With fire by night and cloud by day, 
Bti with us on our pilgrim way. 

2 Forth to the wilderness we go, 

Tlie tempter's wiles ordained to know ; 
Though weak our arm, and fierce the 

fight. 
Still may we conquer through Thy 

might. 
Till, every foul assault subdued, 
Our souls are fed with angels' food. 

3 In sorrow's cloud, in trouble's sea, 
Baptized afresh, O Lord, to Thee, 
AVhile every joy that round us springs 
An eucharistic gladness brings, 
Each journey done, each danger past, 
Receive us to Thy rest at last! 

C. L. FORD. 
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2 I would not give the world my heart, 

Ana then profess Thy love ; 
I would not feel my strength depart, 
And then Thy service prove. 

3 I would not with swift-wingdd zeal 

On the world's errands go ; 
And labour up the heavenly hill 
With weary feet and slow. 

4 O ! not for Thee my weak desires, 

My poorer, baser part ! 
! not for Thee my fading fires, 
The ashes of my neart 1 

5 O choose me in my golden time f 

In my dear joys have part ! 
For Thee the glory of my prime - 
The fulness of my heart! 

I cannot. Lord, too early take 

The covenant divine ; 
O ! ne'er the happy heart majr break 

Whose earliest love was Thine. 

T. H. OILL. 
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OCOME. in life's gay morning. 
Ere in thy sunny way 
The flowers of hope have withered, 
And sorrow ends thy day. 

2 Come, while from joy's bright fountain 

The streams of pleasure flow; 
Come, ere thv buoyant spirits 
Have felt the blight of woe. 

3 ' Jtemember thy Creator' 

Now. in thy youthful days. 
And He will guide Thy footsteps 
Through life's uncertain maze. 

4 'Remember thy Creator,' 

He calls, in tones of love; 
And offers endless pleasure 
In brighter worlds above. 

5 And in the hour of sadness, 

Wlien earthly joys depart. 
His love shall be thy solace, 
And cheer thy drooping heart. 

6 And when life's storms are over. 

And thou from earth art free. 
Thy God will be thy portion 
Throughout eternity. 

Ahoh. 
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r ORDI in the fulneaa of my might 
^ ^ wou/d for Thee be strong ; 
*yiilo runneth o'er each dear delight, 

■lo Tbee should aoar mj song. 



HAPPY is the man who hears 
Instruction's warning voice ! 
And who celestial wisdom makes 
His early, only choice. 

a For she has treasures greater far, 
Than east or west unfold ; 
And her reward is more secure. 
Than is the gain of gold. 

3 In her right hand she holds to view 

A length of happy years ; 
And in her left the prize of fame. 
And honour bright appears. 

4 Blie guVdea tYie "sovLtv^ V\\.Vv IwciQCience 
In pleaBUte'a -peAJa. \.o U«aA\ 

A crovm al R\otv a^ft \«a\«Ni% 
"Upon ttie nows \ie*Cu 
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S Aooor^Dg MB her labolkn rise, 
So her rewards inereatfe ; 
Her ways are ways of pleasantness, 
And all her paths are peace. 

M. BRUCE. 
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Q AYIOUR, like a shepherd, lead 
O. ifuch we need Thy tender car< 



8.7.4- 
us, 
care; 
lo Thy pleasant pastures feed us. 
For ofur use Thy fold prepare ; 

Blessdd Jesus ! 
Thou hast bought us, Thine we are 

9 We are Thine, do Thou befriend us, 
Be the guardian of our w»y :, 
Keep Thy tlock. from sin defend ns, 
Seek us when we go astray ; 

Blessed Jesus ! 
Hear the children when they pray. 

3 Thou bast promised to receive us, 

Poor and sinful though we be ; 
Thtm hast mercy to relieve us, 
Grace to cleanse, and power to free ; 

Blessed Jesus ! 
Let ns early turn to Thee. 

4 Early let us seek Thy favour, 

Early let us do Thy will ; 
Ho^ Lord, our only Saviour. 
With Thy srace our bosoms fill ; 

Blessed Jesus ! 
Thou hast loved us, love us still ! 

D. A. THRUPP. 
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SAVIOUR, while my heart is tender, 
I would yield that heart to Thee : 
All my powers to Thee surrender, 
Tbine, and only Thine, to be. 
9 Take me now. Lord Jesus, take me. 
Let my youthful heart be Thine : 
Thy devoted servant make me. 
Pill my soul with love divine. 

3 Send me. Lord, where Thou wilt send 

me. 
Only do Thou guide my way ; 
May Thy grace through life attend me, 
Gladly then shall I obey. 

4 Let me do Thy will or bear it,' 

I would know no will but Thine ; 
Shouldst Thou take my life, or spare it, 
I that life to Thee resign. 

5 Thine I am, O Lord, for ever, 

To Thy service set apart ; 
Suffer me to leave Thee never: 
Seal Thine image on my heart. 

J. BURTON. 
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WHEN, His salvation bringing. 
To Zion Jesus came. 
The children all stood singing 

'Hosanna' to His name; 
ISor did their zeal oflFend Him, 

Bat as He rode along 
He let them still attend Him, 
And Bmiled to hear their song. 

9 And since the Lord retaineth 
His lore for children still, 
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Though now as King He reigneth 

On Zion's heavenly hill. 
Well flock around His banner 

Who sits upon the throne. 
And cry aloud. 'Hosanna 

To David's royal Son.' 

For should we fail proclaiming 

Our great Redeemer's praise. 
The stones, our silence shaming. 

Would their Hosannas raise. 
But shall we only render 

The tribute of our words? 
Ko, while our hearts are tender, 

They, too, shall be the Lord's. 

J. KIJSQ. 
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\rE hearts, with youthful vigour wann. 
X In smiling crowds draw near, 
And turn from every mortal charm, 

A Saviour's voice to hear. 
! He, Lord of all the worlds on high. 

Stoops to converse with you ; 
And lays His radiant glories by. 

Your friendship to pursue. 
J 'The soul that longs to see My face, 

Is sure My love to gain ; 
And those that early seek My grace, 

ShiJl never seek hi vain.' 

4 What object, Lord, my soul should 

move, 
If once compared with Thee ? 
What beauty should command my love. 
Like that in Christ I sec? 

5 Away, ye false, delusive toys, 

Vain tempters of the mind ! 
'Tis here I fix my lasting choice, 
And here true bliss I find. 

DODDRIDGE. 

862 CM. 

YOUKG souls, so strong the race to 
nm. 
And win each height sublime ! 
Unweary still would ye march on. 
And still exulting climb? 

2 Walk with the Lord ! along the road 

Your strength He will renew ; 
Wait on the everlasting God, 
And He will wait on you. 

3 Burn with His love! your fading fire 

An endless flame will glow ; 
Life from the Well of Life require ! 
The stream will ever flow. 

4 Ye shall not fahit, ye shall not fail. 

Still in the Spirit strong : 
Each task divine ye still shall hail. 
And blend the exulting song. 

5 Aspiring eyes ye still shall raise. 

And heights sublime explore : 
Like eagles, ye shall sunward gaze ; 
Like eagles, heavenward soar. 

6 Your wondrous vyottloo. 6hall be thla, l^ 
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MARRIAGE HYMNS. 
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OLOVE Divine and golden. 
Mysterious depth and height ! 
To Thee the world beholden, 
Looks up for life and light: 
O Love Divine and gentle, 

The Blesser and the blest ! 
Beneath Thy care parental 
The world lies down in rest. 

2 O Love Divine and tender, 

That through our homes doth move. 
Veiled in the softened splendour 

Of holy household love. 
A throne without Thy blessing 

Were labour without rest, 
And cottages, possessing 

Thy blessedness, are blest. 

3 God bless these hands united! 

God bless these hearts made one ! 
Unsevered and lublighted 

May they through life go on : 
Here in earth's home preparing 

For the bright home above ; 
And there for ever sharing 

Its joy where ' God is Love.' 

J. S. B. MONSELL.* 
FOR A WEDDING-FEAST. 
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SAVIOUR, let Thy sanction rest 
On the union witnessed now ; 
Be it with Thy presence blest, 
Ratify the nuptial vow, 
Hallowed let this union be, 
With each other, and with Thee. 

2 Thou in Cana didst appear 
At a marriage-feast like this ; 
Deign to meet us, Saviour, here. 
Fountain of unmingled bliss ! 
Crown with joy this festive board - 
Joy that earth cannot afford. 

1 We, no miracle require — 
Turning water into wine — 
All oiur panting hearts desire 
Is to taste Thy love divine: 
Holy influence £rom above 
Consecrating earthly love. 

4 Let the path our friends pursue 
From this hour together trod. 
Many though its days, or few, 
Be a pilgrimage to God ; 

To the land where rest is given. 
To our Father's house in heaven. 

T. JEtAFFLES. 



FOR A FAMILY MEETING. 
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/'N this glad hour, wJhen children meet, 
And home with them then* children 
bring. 
Our hearts with one affection beat, 
f^ac song of i^raiae owe Foices sing. 



2 For all the faithful, loved and dear. 
Whom Thou so kindly. Lord, hast given : 
For those who still are with us here, ' 
And those who wait for us in heaven ;~ 

3 For every past and present joy. 
For honour, competence, and healfb, 
For hopes which time may not destroy, 
Our soul's Imperishable wealth ; 

4 For all, accept our humble praise; 
Still bless Tis, Father, by Thy love ; 
And when are closed our mortal days, 
Unite us in one home above. 

H. WAJUB. 
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SAVIOURof them that trust in Thee. 
. _ Once more with supplicating cries. 
We lift the heart, and bend the knee, 
And bid devotion's incense rise. 

2 For mercies past we praise Thee, Lord, 
The fruits of earth, the hopes of 

heaven ; 
Thy helping arm, Thy guiding word, 
Omr answered prayers, and sins for- 
given. 

3 Whene'er we tread on danger^s height, , 
Or walk temptation's slippery way, ' 
Be still, to steer our steps aright, 
Thy word our guide, Thine armour stay. 

4 Be ours Thy fear and favour still, 
United hearts, unchanging love ; 

No scheme that contradicts Thy will, ' 
No wish that centres not above. 

5 And since we must be parted here, 
Support us when the hour shall come : 
Wipe gently off the mourner's tear, 
Re-join us in our heavenly home. 

}I. ALFORD. 
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ETERNAL Father, strong to save. 
Whose arm hath boimd the rest- 
less wave. 
Who bidd'st the mia^ty ocean deep 
Its own appointed bmits keep; 
O hear us when we cry to Thee 
For those in peril on the seal 

2 O Christ, whose voice the waters heard. 
And hushed their raging at Thy word, 
Who walkedst on the foaming deep. 
And calm amid the storm didst sleep ; 
O hear us when we cry to Thee 

For those in peril on the sea I 

3 Most Holy Spirit, who didst brood 
Upon tbe cYvaAa dax^s. ttixd Tade^ 
And. YAd Ua axxstv Xivxxcrai^ c«aa^ 
And g\ve, tot viWOi co\xIfcaia\auj. ^B«aRfe\ 
O beat -oa -wYien "we ct^ V> TSV»^ 
For tlhoBC \n iwit\i on \^e «»i\ 
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4 TMnity of love and pover. 

- Our brethren shield in danger's hour ; 
Fhan rock and tempest, fire and foe, 
Ihoteet them wheresoe'er they go ; 
Ihm erennore shall rise to Thee 
Glad hymns of praise from land and 

■®*' W. "WHITINO. 
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HOW are Thy serrants blest, O Lord ! 
How sure is their defence! 
Eternal wisdom is their guide, 
Their help Omnipotence. 

9 When by the dreadful tempest borne 
High on the broken wave, 
niey know Thou art not slow to hear. 
Nor impotoit to save. 

3 The storm is laid, the winds retire, 

Obedient to Thy will 1 
The sea that roars at Thy command, 
At Thy command is still. 

4 In midst of dangers, fears, and deaths, 

Tfaj goodness well suiore : 
Well praise Thee for Thy mercies past, 
And humbly hope for more. 

5 Our life, while Thou preservest life, 

A aaorifice shall be ; 
And death, when death shall be our 
lot. 
Shall join our souls to Thee. 

ADDISON. 
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LORD, while for all mankind we pray. 
Of every dime and coast, 
O hear us for our native land, 
The land we love the most. 

2 Our fathers' sepulchres are here. 
And here our kindred dwell: 
Our children, too ;— how should we love 
AnothOT land so well 3* 

5 O guard our shores from every foe, 
with peace our borders bless ; 
With prosperous times our cities crown, 
Our fields with plentcousness. 

\ Unite us in the sacred love 

Of knowledge, truth, and Thee ; 
And let our hills and valleys shout 
The songs of liberty. 

5 Hero may religion, pure and mild 

Upon our Sabbaths smile : 
And piety and virtue reign. 
And bless our native isle. 

6 Lord of the nations, thus to Thee 

Our country we commend ; 
Be Thou her Refuge and her Trust, 
Her everlastiug Frieud. 

J. R. WBEFOBD. 
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r\ GD bless our native loud I 

\X Hay Heaven's protecting hand 

Still guard our shore ; 
Mmj peace her power extend. 
Foe be transformed to friend, 
And Britain's power depend 

On war no more. 

I O Lord, oar monarch bless 
With strength and righteousness ; 

Long may she reign I 
Her hesurt Inspire and move 
With wisdom from above; 
And in a nation's love 
Her throne maintain. 

) May lost and righteous laws 
Uphold the public cause. 

And bless our isle 1 
Home of the brave and free. 
The land of liberty. 
We praythat still on thee 
Kind Beaven may smile 1 
f And not this land alone. 
But be Thy mercies known 

From shore to shore. 
Lord, make the nations see 
That men sboald brothers be, 
And form one family, 
The wide world o'er I 

W. s. HICKBOK. 



L.M. 

PRAISE to our God! whose boun- 
teous hand 
Prepared of old our glorious land; 
A garden fenced with silver sea ; 
A people prosperous, strong, and free. 

3 Praise to our God 1 through all our past 
His mighty arm hath held us fast ; 
Till vrars and i>erils, toils and tears, 
Have brought the rich and peaceful 
years. 

3 Praise to our God! the vine He set 
Within our coasts, is fruitful yet; 
On many a shore her seedlings grow ; 
'Neath many a sun her clusters glow 

4 Praise to our God! His power alone 
Can keep unmoved our ancient throne; 
Sustained by counsels wise and just, 
And guarded by a people's trust. 

5 Praise to our Godl who still forbears, 
Who still this guilty nation spares ; 
Who calls tis still to seek His face, 
And lengthens out our day of grace. 

6 Fnuse to our God ! though chastcnings 

Our evil dross should throughly bum ; 
His rod and staff, from i^e to age, 
Shall rule and guide His heritage I 

J. ELLERTON. 

oT2 cm. 

SHINE, mighty God. on Britain shine, 
With beams of heavenly grace ; 
Beveal Thy power through all ourcoasts. 
And ttYiow *tYs!j ws^iSaMtl'MSfc. 
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3 When shall Thy name, from shore to 

shore, 
Sound all the earth abroad ; 
And distant nations know and love 
Their Saviour and their Ood? 

4 Sing to the Lord, ye distant lands, 

Sing loud, with solemn voice; 
While British tongues exalt His praise. 
And British hearts rejoice. 

5 He, the great Lord, the sovereign Judge, 

That sits enthroned above, 
Wisely commands the worlds He made, 
In justice and in love. 

6 Earth shall obey her Maker's will, 

And yield a full increase ; 
Our Ood will crown His chosen isle 
With fruitfulness and peace. 

7 God, the Redeemer, scatters round 

His choicest favours here ; 
While the creation's utmost bound 
Shall see, adore, and fear. 

WATTS. 



Is it not Himself to be 
Ail our store eternally ? 

3 What our Father does is well: 
niough He sadden hill and dell* 
Upward yet our praises rise 

For the strength His Word supplies; 
He has called us sons of Ood, 
Can we murmur at His rod ? 

4 What our' Father does is well : 
May the thought within us dwell ; 
Though nor milk nor honey flow 
In our barren Canaan now, 

God can save us in our need, 
God can bless us, God can feed. 

3 Therefore unto Him we raise 
Hymns of glory, songs of praise ; 
To the Father, and the Son, 
And the Spirit, Three in One, 
Honour, might, and glory be. 
Now, and through eternity ! 

H. W. BAKER. 
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GREAT King of nations, hear our 
prayer, 
While at Thy feet we fall. 
And humbly, with united cry, 
To Thee for mercy call. 

2 The guilt is ours, but grace is Thine ; 

O turn us not away ! 
But hear us from Thy lofty throne. 
And help us when we pray. 

3 Our fathers' sins were manifold, 

And ours no less we own ; 
Yet wondrously from age to age 
Thy goodness hath been shown. 

4 When dangers, like a stormy sea, 

Beset our country round. 
To Thee we looked, to Thee we cried, 
And help in Thee was found. 

5 With one consent we meekly bow 

Beneath Thy chastening hand ; 
And, pouring forth confession meet, 
Mourn with our mourning land. 

6 With pitying eye behold our need, 

As thus we lift our prayer,— 
Correct us with Thy judgments. Lord ; 
Then let Thy mercy spsure. 

J. H. GUBNEY. 



FOR A TIME OF SCARCITY. 
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WHAT our Father does is well : 
Blessdd truth His children teU ! 
Though He send, for plenty, want. 
Though the harvest-store be scant, 
) Yet we rest upon His love. 
Seeking better tbinga above. 

J? W/iat our Father does ia well : 
S/jaJJ the wilful heart rebel? 
// 3 bJeseJng He withhold 
J'rom the UeJd or from the fold, 
182 
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OGOD of Love ! O King of Peace! 
Make wars throughout the worlil 
to cease * 
The wrath of sinful men restrahi ; 
Give peace, O God ! give peace agam. 

2 Remember, Lord, Thy works of old. 
The wonders that our fathers told; 
Remember not our sin's dark stain: 
Give peace, O God ! give peace again. 

3 Whom shall we trust but Thee, 

Lord? 
Where rest but on Thy faithful word? 
None ever called on ^ee in vain ; 1 
Give peace. O God ! give peace again- 

4 Where saints and angels dwell above. 
All hearts are knit in holy love ; , 
bind us in that heavenly chain; 
Give peace, O God ! give peace again. , 

H. W. BAKER. I 

O/O xi.io.n.9- 

GOD the all - terrible King, who or- 
dainest , I 

Great winds Thy clarions, the light- : 
nings Thy sword ; . ^ 1 

Show forth Thy pity on high where 
Tiou reignest ; ^ , _j , 

Give to us peace in our time, O Lora! 1 

2 God the Omnipotent ! mighty Avenger'. 

Watching invisible, judging unheard : 
Doom us not now in the hour of our 

danser * 
Give to us peace in our time, O Lord' 

3 God the All-merciful ! earth hath for- 
Bakeu 

Give X.0 \» \>wi«i '«3i '^^ ^^^*' ^^^ 
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od the All-righteou8 One ! man hath 

dflflflcl Tboe * 
Tel to eternity 'standeth Thy word ; 
■lidiood and wrong shall not tarry 

beside Thee; 
Give to OS peace in our time, O Lonl ! 

od the AU-pltifnl 1 is it not crying- 
Blood of the guiltlesB, like water out- 
poured? 
ook on the anguish, the sorrow, the 

■limbing; 
G(iTe to na peace in our time, O Lord ? 

■od the All-wise 1 by the fire of Thy 

chastening, 
Earth shall to freedom and truth be 

restored: 
hrough the thick darkness Thy king- 

flUnn is hastening ; 
Thoa wilt give peace in Thy time. O 

^^*^.^ R. F. CHORLEY. 
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Trinmphant songs of praise 
To Him our hearts shall raise ; 
Now erery roioe shall saj, 
*0 praise onr God alway;' 

Let all His saints adore Him f 
3 Rejoice to-day. with one accord, 

Sing out witii exultation ; 
Rejoice and praise our mij^ty Lord, 

Whose arm hath brought salration 
His works of love proclaim 
The neatness of His name : 
For Be is Qod alone 
Who hath His mercy shown: 

Let all His saints adore Him ! 

H. W. BAKSB. 
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^OD the Lord hath heard onr prayer, 
7 Qod has lightened all our care ; 
*o His glorious throne on high 
Une His children's mournful cry : 
laUflhiJah I praises sing 
*o onr Father and our King. 

IdplMB, Lord, Thy face we sought, 
Ikra hast our deliverance wrought ; 
lod, who gave us faith to pray, 
Utm OS uumkful hearts to-day : 
laHelnJah, Lord, to Thee 
line -'Vt. though imworthily. 

Horn the night of grief is gone, 

9oW with joy breaks forth the mom . 

hrtuit In God, if ye would prove 

Ul the riches of His love : 

iallelnjah! praise the Lord, 

Ctnst His love, and plead His word ! 



to God who heard our cry ! 

!*raise to Christ who pleads on high : 
Vnd the Holy Ghost who gave 
itrength our Father's help to crave : 
Wfxnmp, praise, and glory be 
[V> the%endd Trinity ! 

H. H. WYATT. 
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REJOICE to-daT, with one accord. 
Sing out with exultation : 
Etejoice and praise onr mighty Lord. 
Whose arm hath brought salvation ; 
His works of love proclaim 
The greatness of His name ; 
For He is God alone 
Who hath His mercy shown ; 
Let all His saints adore Him ! 

When in distress to Him we died. 
He beturd our sad complaining ; 
f truMt in Him ! whate'er betide. 
JEEto lQr9 ia all f ustafning : 



SELECT HYMNS FOR 
PRIVATE USE. 



COBOfUNION WITH GOD. 



879 



8.8.8.4. 

MY God ! is any hour so sweet, 
F^m blush of mom to evening- 
star 
As that which calls me to Thy feet,— 
The hour of prayer? 

2 For then a day-spring shines on me. 
Brighter thui mom's ethereal glow ; 
And richer dews descend from Thee 

Than earth can know. 

3 Then is my strength by Thee renewed ; 
Then are my sins by Thee forgiven ; 
Then doet Thou cheer my solitude 

With hope of heaven. 

4 No words can tell what sweet relief 
There for my every want I find. 
What strength for warfare, balm fur 

grief,— 

What peace of mind I 

5 Hushed is each doubt ; gone every fear ; 
My spirit seems in heaven to stay : 
And e'en the penitential tear 

Is wqiNMl away. 

6 Lord! till I reach yon blissful shore, 
No privilege so dear shall be. 
As ums my inmost soul to pour 

In prayer to Thee. 

O. SLLIOTT. 

OOU ii.io.ii.ic>, 

QTILL, still with Thee, when puii'lu 

O morning breaketb. 

When the bird waketh, and the shadows 

flee; 
Fairer than morning, lovelier than the 

daylight. 
Dawns the sweet consciousness, 'I am 

with Theer 

3 Alone with Thee, amid the mystic sha- 

uO'W8 

The solemn hush of nature newly bom ; 
A\onft w\\^i IVififc, \sv\st«^^it^«A *^wb.- 

XliOTft. .^^ 
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3 As in the dawning o'er the waveless 

ocean, 
The imase of the morning-star doth rest, 
So, in wis stillness, Thou beholdest 

only 
Thine image in the waters of my breast. 

4 Still, stUl with Thee I as to each new- 

bom morning 
A fresh and solemn splendour still is 

given. 
So doth this blessM consciousness, 

awaking, 
Breathe, each day, nearness unto Thee 

and heaven. 

5 When sinks the soul, subdued by toil, 

to slumber. 
Its closing eye looks up to Thee in 

prayer ; 
Sweet the repose, beneath Thy wings 

o'ershadmg, 
But sweeter still to wake and find Thee 

there. 

6 So shall it be at last, in that bright 

morning 

When the soul waketh, and life's sha- 
dows flee ; 

O! in that hour, fairer than daylight 
dawning. 

Shall rise the glorious thought, ' J am 
vnth Thee!' 

H. B. STOWi:. 
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PRAYER is the soul's sincere desire, 
Uttered or imexpressed ; 
The motion of a hidden fire, 
That trembles in the breast. 

2 Prayer is the burden of a sigh, 

The falling of a tear ; 
The upward glancing of an eye, 
When none but God is near. 

3 Prayer is the simplest form of speech 

That infant lips osai toy ; 
Prayer the sublijnest strains that reach 
The Majesty on hi|^. 

4 Prayer is the Christian's vital breatii, 

The Ohristian's native ahr ; 
His watchword at the gates of death : 
He enters heaven with prayer. 

5 Prayer is the contrite sinner's voice, 

Returning from his ways ; 
While angels in their songs rejoice, 
And cry, 'Behold, he prays.' 

6 The saints in prayer, appear as one, 

In word and deed ana mind, 
WhUe with the Father and the Son 
Sweet fellowship they find. 

7 Nor prayer is made on earth alone ; 

The Holy Spirit pleads ; 
And Jesus on the eternal throne 
For sinners intercedes. 

s O Thou by whom we come to Gk>d, 
TSo Life, the Truth, the Way, 

The path ot pnyer Thyself hast trod; 
■t^ord, teaoh ub how to pray.' 

J. MONTOOMERT 
r84 



MORNING WORSHIP. 

BRIGHT falls the morning light 
On waking souls. 
When the dark veil of night 

Gently uproUs : 
Then, on our knees in prayer, 
We bless our Father's care. 

2 Thanks rendered to His name 

Rise from our hearts; 
For He is still the same 

When night departs. 
As when in hours of sleep 
Safe watch His love did keep. 

3 Strength from His hand we seek, 

Strength for the day; 
Feeling we are so weak. 

And soon must stray 
Far from His paths aside, 
If mercy is denied. 

4 Grace from the Blessdd One 

Fills us with joy; 
Thus is the day begun 

With sweet employ; 
So may each morning breath 
Rise up in prayer till death ! 

W. J. MATHAHS. 

COME, my soul, thou must be waking 
Now is breaking 
O'er the earth another day: 
Gomel to Him, who made this 9pten 
dour. 
See thou render 
All thy feeble strength can pay* 

2 Gladly hail the li^t returning: 

Ready burning 
Be the incense of thy powers: 
For the night is safely ended; 
* God hath tended 
With His care thy helpless hours. 

3 Pray that He may propter ever 

Each endeavour. 
When thine aim is good and tme; 
But that He may ever Uiwart thee. 

And convert thee. 
When thou evil wouldst pursue. 

4 Think that He thr ways beholdeth ; 

He unfoldeth 
Every fault that lurks within; 
He the hidden shame glossed over 

Can discover. 
And discern each deed of sin. 

5 Maydst thou on life's last morrow, 

Free from sorrow. 
Pass away in edumber sweet; 
And, released from death's darksadness 

Bise in gladness 
That far brighter Sun to greet. 

6 Only God's free gifts abuse not. 
Light refuse not, 

Bufc BSs E£mt'& voice obey : 

A!il tmnss Va uacYoviAcA. ^&ks • 
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'IjrT Father, for another night 
JiL Of quiet aleep and rest. 
Tor all toe joy of morning light, 
Thy holy name be blest. 

a Kow -with the new-bom day I give 
Myself anew to Thee, 
That as tDiou wiliest I may live, 
And what Thou wiliest be. 

3 Whate'er I do, things great or small. 
Whate'er I speak or frame, 
niv glory may I seek in all; 
Do all in Jesu's name. 



pray, 



As Christ npon the cross 

His head mclined, 
And to His Father's hands 

His parting soul resigned ; 

So now herself, my soul. 

Would wholly give 
Into His sacred charge 

In Whom all spirits live ;— 

So now beneath His eye 

Would calmly rest. 
Without a wish or thought 

Abiding in the breast, 



4 My Father, for His sake, I pr 
Xhy child accept and bless ; 
And lead me by Thy grace to-day 
In patibs of nghteousness. 

H. W. BAKER. 

886 6s. 

W'UEN morning gilds the skies. 
My heart awaking cries, 
'May JesuB Christ be praised!' 
AUke at work and prayer, 
To JesoB I repair: , 

*May Jesus Christ be praisedl' 

s Bfy Umgne shall never tire 
Or chanting with the quire, 

* May Jesus Christ be praised I * 
This song of sacred joy, 

It never seems to doy. 
- May Jesus Christ be praised ! ' 

3 When sleep her balm denies. 
My silent spirit sighs, 

^MJkj Jesus Christ be praised!' 
When evn thoughts molest. 
With this I shield my breast, 

* Bfay Jesus Christ be praised I ' 

4 Does sadness fill my mind? 
A solace here I find, 

'Mas Jesus Christ be praised!' 
Or fades my earthly bliss? 
My comfort still is this, 

^May Jesus Christ be praised ! ' 

5 In heaven's eternal bliss. 
The loveliest strain is this. 

' liay Jesus Christ bo praised ! ' 
Let earth and sea and sky 
From depth to height reply, 

* May Jesus Christ be praised !* 

6 Be this, while life is mine, 
M^ canticle divine, 

^May Jesus Christ be praised ! 
Be this the eternal song 
Through ages all along, 
' May Jesus Christ be pndsed ! 

QBRKAN HYMN, traJlS. E. CAffWALL. 



5 Save that His will be done, 

Whate'er betide ; 
Dead to herself, and dead 
In Him to all beside. 

6 Thus would I live ; yet now 

Not I, but He, 
In all His power and love 
Henceforth alive in me. 

7 One sacred Trinity, 

One Lord Divine; 
May I be ever His, 
And He for ever mine! 

UkTIN HYMN, trans. E. CA8WALL. 
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THE Ban is sinking fast, 
The daylight dies ; 
Let love awaice^ and iM^r 
fler eveniDg sacrifioe. 



64.66. 



SHOW me myself, O holy Lord; 
Help me to look within, 
I will not turn me from the sight 
Of all my sin. 

2 Just as it is in Thy pure eyes 
Would I behold my heart,— 
Bring every bidden si)ot to light. 

Nor shrink the smart. 

3 Not mine, the purity of heart 

That shall at last see God ; 
Not mine, the following in the steps 
The Saviour trod : 

\ Not mine, the life 1 thought to live 
When first I took His name ;— 
Mine, but the right to weep and grierc 
Over my shame ! 

5 Tet, Lord ! I thank Thee for the sight 

Thou hast vouchsafed to me ; 
And humbled to the dust I shrink 
Closer to Thee : 

6 Unworthy, faithless as it is, 

O let my spirit hide 
Its weakness and its penitence 
In Thy dear ude ! 

7 And if Thy love will not disown 
So frail a heart as mine, 

Chasten and cleanse it as Thou wilt, 
But keep it Thhic ! 

American Hymn. 



CONSECRATION. 
000 a.M..dQV!L.ul'i. I 

■Fox TbooL xtwi wsa\\««5» 'sswv ^^^ 
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Thou hearts alone wouldst moTe, 
Thou only hearts dost love ; 
I would love Thee as Thou lov'st me, 
O Jesus most desired ! 

a What offering can I make. 
Dear Lord, to love like Thine? 
That Thou, the Word, didst stoop to 
take 
A human form like mine! 
'Give Me thy heart. My son:* 
Lord, Thou my heart hast won ; 
I would love Thee as Thou lov'st me, 
O Jesus most desired 1 

3 Here finds my heart its rest, 

Repose that knows no shock. 
The strength of love that keeps it blest 

In Thee, the riven Rock : 

My soul, as girt around. 

Her citadel hath found: 
I would love Thee as Thou lov'st me, 

O Jesus most desired ! 

LATIX HTKT, tratU, lUT PAUUDl.* 
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TAKE my life, and let It he 
Consecrated, Lord, to Thee! 
Take my moments and my days, 
Let them flow in ceaseless prai^. 

3 Take my hands, and let them move 
At the impulse of Thy love ; 
Take my feet, and let them be 
Swift and beautiful for Thee. 

3 Take my voice, and let me sing 
Always, only, for my King ; 
Take my lips, and let them be 
Filled with messi^es from Thee. 

4 Take my silver and my gold. 
Not a mite would I withhold ; 
Take my intellect, and use 
Every power as Thou shalt choose. 

5 Take my will, and make it Thine ; 
It shall be no longer mine ; 
Take my heart, it is Thine own \ 
It shall be Thy royal throne. 

6 Take my love, my Lord, I pour 
At Thy feet its treasured store ; 
Take myself, and I will be 
Ever, only, all, for Thee. 

F. K. HAYEROAL. 

890 8.„ 

DEAR Lord and Master mine, 
Thy happy servant see I 
My Conqueror f with what joy divine 
Thy captive clings to Thee ! 

2 I love T^ yoke to wear. 
To feel Thy gracious bands— 

Sweetly restraindd by Thy care, 
And happy in Thy hands. 

3 No bar would I remove. 
No bond would I unbind : 

Within the limits of Thy love 
FuU liberty I find. 

/ I would not walk alone, 

But Btill with Thee, my God ; 
-At every atep my blindness cwn, 
» And aak of Tbee the road. 
j86 



Dear Lord and Master mine. 
Still keep Thy servant true ! 
My Guardian and my Guide Divine, 
Bring, bring Thy pilgrim throus^! 

T. H. GILL. 
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TRUST IN GOD. 
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ALL as God wills, who wisely heedi 
To give or to withhold. 
And knoweth more of all my needs 
Than all my prayers have told! 

2 Enough that blessings undeserved 

Have marked my erring track ; 
That wheresoe'er my feet have swerved 
His chastening turned me back ; 

3 That more and more a providence 

Of love is understood. 
Making the springs of time and seosi 
Sweet with eternal good ; 

4 That death seems but a covered way 

Which opens into light. 
Wherein no blinded child can stray 
Beyond the Father's sight ; 

5 That care and trial seem at last. 

Through memory's sunset air. 
Like mountain ranges over-past. 
In purple distance fair ; 

6 That all the jarring notes of life 

Seem blending in a psalm. 

And all the an^es of its stnfe 

Slow rounding into calm ; 

7 And so the shadows fall apart. 
And so the west winds play ; 

And all the windows of my heait 



I open to the day. 



J. O. WHITTIEB. 
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I WORSHIP Thee, sweet Will of God 
And all Thy ways adore. 
And every day I live I seem 
To love Thee more and more. 

2 I have no cares, O blessdd Will I 

For all my cares are Thine : 
I live in triumph, Lord I for Thou 
Hast made Thy triumphs mine. 

3 When obstacles and trials seem 

Like prison-walls to be, 
I do the little I can do. 
And leave the rest to Thee. 

4 And when it seems no chance < 

change 
From grief can set me free, 
Hope finds its strength in helplessncs 
^d gaily waits on Thee. 

5 Man's weakness, waiting upon God, 

Its end can never miss. 
For men on earth no work can do 
More angel-like than this. 

T\x« to«A \Ja*Xi TYwwx >Q»a^ ww«. 
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7 He always wiiia who sides with God, 
To him DO chance is lost ; 
God's will is sweetest to him when 
It triumphs at his cost. 

% in that He blesses is our good. 
And nnbleet good is ill ; 
And all is ri^t that seems most wrong 
If it be HU sweet Will ! 

F. W. FABEB. 



w3 8.8.8.4. 

IN darkest hours I hear a voice. 
Which comes my saddened heart to 
cheer, 

j Sajing in tones of love.— 'Rejoice ! 
' Jesos is near ! ' 

9 In dmea of trial and dismay, 
Through the dark gloom of doubt and 
raar, 
I There breaks a light, like dawning 
I day,— 

'Jesus is near!' 

3 When years autumnal tokens bring. 
And fading hopes seem dry and sear. 

i Thenborstsabloom.like second spring. — 
'Jesus is near!' 

4 Thus, when at length the reil shall rise, 
Will my enfranchised spirit hear. 
From angel-Toices through the skies, - 

* Jesus is near ! ' 

5 Not far away, but close at hand, 

A constant Friend, most true and dear : 
Gladly I follow Heaven's command 
With 'Jesus near!' 

R. C. WATER8TON. 



FOR A TIBiE OF SORROW. 
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I HOPED that with the brave and 
strong. 
My nortioned task might lie ; 
To toil amid the busy throng. 

With purpose pure and hi^ : 
But God has fixed another part. 

And He has fixed it weU : 
1 said so with my breaking heart, 
, When first this trouble fell. 

'2 These weary hours will not be lost, 
I These da^ of misery. 

These nights of darkness, anguish* 
tossed,— 
Can 1 but turn to Thee : 
With secret labour to sustain 

In patience every blow. 
To gather fortitude from pain, 
And holiness from woe. 

3 If Thou shouldst bring me back to life» 
More humble I should be, 
More wise, more strengthened for the 
strife. 
More apt to lean on Thee : 
Should death be standing at the gate. 

Thus should I keep my vow : 
But, Lord ! whatever be my fate, 
O let me serve Thee now ! 

A BBONTtf. 
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LORD, when in silent hours I muse 
Upon myself and Thee, 
J seem to hear the stream of life 
That runs invisibly. 

a Then know I what I oft forget, 
How fleeting are my dajrs ; 
Remember me, my God, nor let 
My end be my dispraise ! 

3 O think upon me for my good, 

Thoo^ little good I do ; 
My hope and my forgiving Friend 
Thou hast been hitherto. 

4 And I would live in such a course. 

That men to mc may say, 
* O whence hast thou thy joy and force ? 
What is thy secret stay?' 

5 My joy, when truest joy I have. 

It oomes to me from heaven ; 
Ky strength, when I from weakness rise, 
Is by lliy Spirit given. 

6 And while He shines as He has shone, 

Wbom Tbou bast made my stay, 
U/e can but gently float me on. 
Not bnrry me away. 

T. T. LYNCH. 
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I GIVE myself to prayer ; 
Lord, give Thyself to me. 
And let the time of my request. 
Thy time of answer be. 

3 My thoughts are Uke the reeds. 
And tremble as they grow, 
In the sad current of a life 
That darkly runs and slow. 

3 1 am as if asleep. 

Yet conscious that I dream ; 
Like one who vainly strives to wake 
And free himself. I seem. 

4 The loud distressful cnr 
With which I call on Thee 

Shall wake me. Lord, to find that Thou 
Canst give me liberty. 

5 I give myself to prayer : 
Lord, give Thyself to me; 

And in the time of my distress, 
O haste and succour me 1 

6 Then be my heart, my world, 
Refaallowed unto Thee, 

And Thy pervading glory. Lord, 
O let me feel and see ! 

T. T. LYNCH. 
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s Look down on me, for I am weak ; 
I feel the toilsome journey's length ; 
Thine aid omnipotent I seek ; 
Thou art my Strength. 

3 I am bewildered on my way ; 
Dark and tempestuous is the night i 

shed Thou forth some cheering ray ; 

Thou art my Light. 

4 When Satan flings his fiery darts, 

1 look to Thee ; my terrors cease ; 
Thy cross a hiding-place imparts; 

Thou art my Peace. 

5 Standing alone on Jordan's brink, 
In that tremendous latest strife. 
Thou wilt not suffer me to sink '; 

Thou art my Life. 

6 Thou wilt my every want supply 
E'en to the end, whate'er befoU; 
Through life, in death, eternally, 

Thou art my All. 

C. ELLIOTT, 



CM, double. 
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ODEEM not that earth's crowning 
bliss 
Is found in joy alone ; 
For sorrow, bitter though it be; 

Hath blessings all its own ; 
From lips Divine, like healing balm, 

To hearts oppressed and torn, 

This heavenly consolation fell — 

'Blessed are they that mourn t' 

2 As blossoms smitten by the rain, 
Their sweetest odours yield ; 

As where the ploughshare deepest 
strikes, 

Rich harvests crown the field ;— 
So to the hopes by sorrow crushed, 

A nobler faith succeeds; 
A life, by trial furrowed, bears 

The fruit of loving deeds. 

3 Who never mourned, hath never known 
What treasures grief reveals ; 

The sympathies that humanise, 
The tenderness that heals ; 

The power to look within the veil, 
And learn the heavenly lore. 

The key-word to life's mysteries. 
So dark to us before. 

i How rich, and sweet, and full of 
strength, 
Our human spirits are, 
Baptized into the sanctities 

Of suffering and of prayer! 
Supernal wisdom, love Divine, 

Breathed through the lips which said- 
' O blessdd are the souls that mourn, 
They shall be comforted.' 

Vf. H. BUBLEIOH. 

899 

'T)I8E! He calleth thee, arise!'. 
J.h Come, O sorrow-blinded man*, 
/fe who lighted iirst the eyes, 
OnJy He relight them can. 
3 Come, and aee tbe face of Ono 
^^^^^amihar was with grief ; 



Now it shineth aa the sun ; 
In His smile is thy relief. 

3 'Rise! He calleth thee, arise!* 
Prisoner of an inward night; 
Sin destroyeth earth and skies, 
If it quench the Fount of lij^t. 

4 Come, of daybreak 'tis the hour 
When thou seest Christ the Lord; 
See Him, and regain the power 
Both to look and walk abroad. 

T. T. LYNCH. 



H.M. 
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SAY not, O wounded heart, 
Thv love can find no home; 
Behold the Bridegroom of thy soul. 
And hear Him whisper, 'Come!' 

2 No falsehood dwells in Him, ' 
His heart no change hath known; I 

The faith which rests upon His word, ' 
Makes all His love its own. i 

3 With watchful love He waits i 
To welcome to His breast 

Each wanderer who, with weary feet, 
Would seek His perfect rest. 

1 The sighs of Penitence 
He hears, and counts h^ tears ; 

And when she leans upon His breaet. 
Forgives the sins of years. 

5 Tium then, O soul, and live! 
In Christ's own heart find peace; 
Now let assurance of His love 
Bid all thy conflicts cease. 

W. p. BALFERN 

901 II.I0.1I.6. 

STILL will we trust, though earth 
seem dark and dreary, 
And the heart faint b^ieath His chas- 
tening rod, 
Though rough and ste^ our pathway, 
worn and weary, 
Still will we trust In God ! 

2 Our eyes see dimly till by faith anointed. 
And our blind choosing brings us grief 

and pain ; 
Through Him alone who hath our way 
aimointed 
We find out peace again. 

3 Choose for us, God ! nor let our weak 

preferring 
Cheat our poor souls of good Thou hast 

designed : 
Choose for us, God! Thy wisdom iB 

unerring, 
And we are fools and blind. 

4 So from our sky the night shall furl her 
ehadows, 

Au& da.^ vo\n \^a&a<gs& >&sitQ\s^ his 
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5 Let u prees on in patient aelf-denial, 
Accept the hardBhip, shrink not from 

the loss; 
Oar gnesdon lies beyond the hoar of 
trial; 
Oar crown beyond the orofla. 

W. H. BUBUEIGH. 
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SWEET IB the solace of Thy love, 
My Heavenly Friend, to me, 
■ While throiu^ the hidden way of faith 
I Joomey home with Thee, 
T^iafp^pg by quiet thankfulness 
Aa a dear child to be. 

a Ihoagfa from the shadow of Thy peace 
My feet woald often stray, 
I Tbj meroj follows all my steps, 
And wm not turn away ; 
Teak Thou wilt comfort mc at lost, 
As none beneath Thco may. 

3 there is nothing in the world 

To wei^ against Thy will ; 
E'en the dark times I dread tho most, 

Thy coirenant fulfil ; 
And when the pleasant morning dawns, 

I find Thee with me stilL 

4 nien in the secret of my soul, 

Thoas^ hosts my peace invade, 
Tboogh through a waste and wearj- 
land 

My lonely way be mode, 
Thoa, even Thou, wilt comfort me— 

I iMed not be afraid. 

5 Still in the solitary place 

I would awhile abide. 
Tin with the solace of Thy lore 

My heart is satisfied ; 
A^all my hopes of happiness 

Stay calmly at Thy siue. 

A. L. WARINO. 



DETAINED FROM PUBLIC 
WORSHIP. 



Till nourisbt'd. struugthened. satisfied. 
My glad and thankfid heart 

Forgets the things Thou hast denied. 
In those Thou dost impart. 
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JESUS CHRIST, the Holy One, 
I long to be with Thcc; 
O Jesus Christ, the lowly One, 
Come and abide with me 1 

2 Now, while the symbols of Thy love 

Before Thy saints are set. 
And Thou, descending from above. 
Their yearning hearts hast met ; 

3 Come, and o'ershadow with Thy XK>wer 

This lonely heart of mine ; 
And feed me, in this solemn hour. 
With Thine own bread and wine. 

f Jftr *meat indeed,' my 'drink Indeed,'^ 
ArtTbou, my gra<doua Lord ; 

^^ i^ou my soul by faith to feed 
Cm tbiB, Thy precious word ; 



mHOUSANDS, O Lord of Hosts, this 
day 

Arouml Thine altar meet ! 
And tens of thousands throng to pay 

Their homsge at Thy feet. 

2 They see Thy power and glory there, 

As I have seen thorn too : 
They read, they hear, they join in prayer. 
As I was wont to do. 

3 They sing Thy deeds, as I have sung, 

Tn sweet and solemn lays : 
Were I among them, my glad tongue 
Might learn new themes of praise. 

4 For Thou art in their midst to teach. 

When on Thy name they call : 
And Thou hast blessings. Lord, for each. 
Hast blessings, Lord, for all. 

5 I, of such fellowship bereft, 

In spirit turn to Thee : 
O hast Thou not a blessing left, 
A blessing. Lord, for me f 

6 The dew lies thick on all the ground ; 
Shall my poor fleece be dry? 

The manna rains from heaven around ; 
Shall I of hunger die? 

Behold Thy prisoner ;— loose my bands, 

If 'tis Thy gracious will : 
If not,— contented in Thy hands. 

Behold Thy prisoner still 1 

8 I may not to Thy courts repair ; 

Yet here Thou surely art : 
Lord! consecrate a house of prayer 
In my siurrendcred heart. 

9 To faith reveal the things unseen ; 

To hope, the joys untold : 
Let love, without a veil between. 
Thy glory now behold 

10 O make Thy face on me to shine. 

That doubt and fear may cease 1 
Lift up Thy countenance benign 
On mc,— and give mo peace. 

J. MONTQOXERY. 
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IN SICKNESS. 
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W/HEN all outward comfort flies, 
»' And my heart within me dies. 
Hear, O hear my trembling sighs ; 
Help me, 6 my Saviour I 



KTUsa FOE PBTTAtE tl 
] pnvai miD. I , FnU mm,; 



Makes me vcuy Tur tbe li^t, 
Fit up™ Thy ctoss mj ilihi ; 

f^u. thou gftSlESt Godi'^ ■ 



r EANIKG DO Thus, taf Guide, i 



TUTDB nJ^ht Co day. 



ID wBab ADOther faloe to bou, 
ly h«4^-ijly ooHDtB comfort fl^ea 

Mipg DO ITiae. iin (eu bImbu ; 
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ONK tauoli tnin TLec -the Huu 
dlutuea,— 

-ioi jwt ra™ DoniMt not :— O bl 



hhouEti uLiart ; I 

Out poor petftioM h> Thy miltUn 

A btluht aud^oTloae asavet la EmjAr- 
HiillnlhEhci^lilootloTO-thedetiUM 

Vie know Uui Thou, tlm KiBen, «IU , 

Aoil sn we uuit our pleadlii£H to Thy 



BEREAVEMENT. 



still let her inUd iKbuktoK iluid 



AWAITING THE LAST PALI 



aawa to our wiltingl TTilnea ot a aW 



- BattobeglnBlaiielhUmlBlityt^tL 



le with u> to stlcnd 



lata A Ivid of peace. 

HowplMuuil ue thy pnthj, O Death ! 
Smlla nben Oxer (eel thea touch eKh 
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Ar vrenlu time— when d^y In ilnnc 
Uls'B Utile di; Is neu lu clOH';. 

And *U ilia Elue and heat kce 

And lEulle den [orelsU reixiK 



Tbonsb gtormi And toJk h^Ti: TuutrtK] 
MeicT h&a tempered erery blu.'^t. 



ITow let the putlst tiaiir 
At •xdIiib ClMa lee there 



SUalght lo our FBtbers home : 
All loH xere sain Ihu gained ua Ibli, - 

Of tbe fraud world to come 
How pleaoant are thy paths. O Death I 

When dan burr their goldea mm 
la the dear hoperul wcMI 

012 „. 

TIB kneeling at the tbiwhold, 
Fm uStfnTtor th'e'iwSl^' 
I'm'nlUDi'ulV'tla MaMer ' 

The g^doen of oL home ' 
A wearr path Fve travelled. 

Idld darkueea, Btorm. aud atrlfa, 
Hanr a burdea beaiiav. 

CDDteDdlQE lor my life : 

MvtTu wLU ™ he tfe'r,'"^' 

Metbinka I bear the rolcei 
of the hleasf d aa they etaod. 



HlafiS'aSi , 

AC ennisii time, there at 



U HlTatlw i> Id licht, - 



To etni«l« wvth *Ji& l-A', 
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5 With them the blessM angels. 
That know nor grief nor ^n, 
1 see them at the portals, 
Prepared to let me in: 

Lord, I wait Thy pleasure, 
Thy time and way are best ; 

But I'm wasted, worn, and weary ; 
My Father, bid me rest. 

W. L. ALEXANDER. 

913 8, 

1\CY Saviour! whom absent I lore ; 
lYl Whom not having seen I adore, 
Thy name is exalted above 
All glory, dominion, and power. 

2 Ere long shall the veil be removed. 
And round me Thy brightness be poured ; 

1 shall meet Him whom absent I loved, 
I shall see Whom unseen I adored. 

3 And then never more shall the fears. 
The trials, temptations, and woes, 

I Which darken this valley of tears, 
' Intrude on my blissful repose. 

4 Or, if yet remembered above, 
Remembrance no sadness shall raise; 
They'll be but new signs of Thy love, 
New themes for my wonder and praise. 

5 The stroke which from sin and from 
pain 

Shall set me eternally free. 

Will strengthen and rivet the chain, 

Which binds me, my Saviour, to l^tee. 

COWPMt. 

914 8.8.8.6. 

OS AVIOXTB ! I have naught to plead. 
In earth beneath, or heaven above ; 
But just my own exceeding need. 
And Thy exceeding love. 

2 The need will soon be past and gone, 
Exceeding great— but quickly o'er ; 
The love uubought is all Tmne own. 
And lasts for evermore. 

J. CBEWDSOK. 



5 The great unending future, 

I cannot pierce its shroud; 
Yet nothing doubt, nor tremble, 
God's bow is on the cloud. 

6 To Him I yield my spirit ; 

On Him I lay my load : 
Fear ends with death; beyond it 
I nothing see but God. 

7 Thus moving toward the darkness 

I calmly wait His call. 
Now seeing, fearing— nothing ; 
But hoping, trusting— all ! 

S. GREO. 



7.6. 
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SLOWLY, slowly darkening. 
The evening hours roll on ; 
And soon behind the cloud-land 
Will sink my setting sun. 

2 Around my path life's msrsteries 
Their deepening shadows throw ; 

And as I gaze and ponder. 
They dark and darker grow. 

3 But there's a voice above me 
Which says. ' Wait, trust, and pray ; 

The night will soon be over. 
And light will come with day.' 

-t Father! the light and darkness 
-Are both alike to Thee ; 

A A ^.T^y WBitinjar servant, 
^ike they both a£aU be. 

IQZ 
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THE sands of time are sinking, 
The dawn of heaven breaks. 
The summer mom I've sighed for, 

The fair sweet mom awakes : 
Dark, dark hath been the midnight, 

But dayspring is at hand. 
And glory, glory dwelleth 
In Immanuel's land. 

2 The King there, in His beauty. 

Without a veil is seen ; 
It were a well-spent journey. 

Though seven deaths lay between: 
The Lamb, with His fair army. 

Doth on Mount Zion stand. 
And glory, glory dwelleth 

In unmanuel's land. 

3 O Christ, He is the Fountain, 

The deep, sweet well of love ! 
The streams on earth Fve tasted. 

More deep 111 drink above : 
There, to an ocean fulness. 

His mercy doth expand, 
And glory, glory dwelleth 

In Immanuel's land. 

4 I've wrestled on toward heaven, 

'Gainst storm and wind and tide ; 
Now, like a weary traveller 

That leaneth on his guide. 
Amid the shades of evening. 

While sinks life's lingering sand, 
I hail the glory dawning 

From Immanuel's land. 

5 With mercy and with judgment. 

My web of time He wove ; 
And aye the dews of sorrow 

Were lustred with His love : 
m bless the hand that guided, 

m bless tiie heart that planned. 
When throned where glory dwelleth 

In Immanuel's land. 

6 O I I am my Belovdd's, 

And my Belovdd's mine! 
He brings a poor vile sinner 

Into His 'house of wine'; 
I stand upon His merit, 

I know no other stand, 
IStot e'en, where glory dwelleth 

In lxQxnaax\xeY& \»2a'^ 

\i The \n\iie ctJ^ uc^i^mx t;Bxi&«i^ 



The Lamb is sll lh8 flan 
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1/lTAX Bpnrk of bHvmif flua 
I O Uie pain. UiB talilB of iItIue: 
: J H»rk ! thej —lilaper ; bukoIs m?, 

, Jta mo, mj wiu], cau till! ho fl.' 
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full of truth and grace, 
Smile of Jehorab's face ! 

O tenderest heart of loTe untold ! 

Who may Thy praise unfold? 

Thee, Saviour, Lord of lords and King 

of kings. 
Well may adoring seraphs hymn with 
veiling wings. 

1 have no words to bring 
Worthy of Thee, my King, 

And yet one anthem in Thy praise 
I long. I long to raise ; 
The heart is full,' the eye entranced 

above, • . „ 

But words all melt away in silent awe 
and love, 



How can the lip be dumb. 
The hand all still and numb. 
When Thee the heart doth see and 
own 
Her Lord and God alone? 
Time for Thyself the music of my days. 
And 'open Thou my lips that I may 
show Thy praise.' 

Yea, let my whole life be 
One anthem unto Thee, 
And let the piaise of lip and life 
Outring all sin and strife. 
O Jesus, Master ! be Thy name supreme. 
For heaven and earth the one, the 
grand, eternal theme. 

F. R. HAVEitaAL. 



Lend. Ij rliOD to-day , 

DhriBt, wboiflflotr flJls tbeiua 
OhiiB wUL ntSet Id Hli own . . 
^ rnDdlet OBAwaatif Ji^ . . , 

ObritUiu tmttuBi. en we put 6 

,dearutt0Td,dQOBiiclmiidd<ire11b 

ime, ETACioQa Bplf it, huTentT 3>>rD 
TOO, Eob OhMi. in loTe . 
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Hear what the voice from Heaven 
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Heaven and earth and sea and air . 
Heaven is a place of rest from sin 
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! O for a faith that will not shrink . . 
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353 < Mipreteed with sin and woe .... 
401 :() praifte tlic Lord our God .... 
402 ' O quicikl^ cftmo, dread Judge of all . 
403 O Saci'cd Head, now wounded . . . 
325 1 (> Saviour, I have nought to plead . 
13110 Saviour, precious Savioiir . . . 

481 O Saviour ! Thou in love didst make 

482 O show me not my Saviour dying . . 

720 () speM thde, Christian, on thy way. 
2o;OSpirttbfth6 living Ood . . . . 
56 1 () tuatrtho Lord would guide my ways 

721 O ThoU, byVrhom the balm is borne 



O Thou; 
flowA 



ftom whom all goodness 



87 

67 . 

681 O Thou great Friend to all the sons of 

875 

691 

88 

831 
SO 

253 
;ao 



48 , Jesu, Thou art standing . . . 
319JO Jesus Christ, grow Thou in me . 
320 () Jesus Christ, the Holy One . . 
769'(> Jesus, Friend unfailing ... 

517 O Jesus, I have promised 453 

594 ' O Jesus, Lord 1 tis joy to know . . 194 

1 29 . ( > Jesus ( who to f avoureil friend . .781 

I (> LaiQb of God ! that tak'st away . 354 

■\Si ( > ! let him .whose sorrow 470 

O ligh^ of life, Saviour dear . . . 806 
O Light \, whose beams illumine all . 219 
O Lord ! how hapity should we bo . 355 

C) Lord I I look to Thee 405 

O Lord ! I would delight in Thee . . ,387 
aoa jO Ix)rd of heaven, and earth, and sea 785 

634 C ) I^ml our God arise ! 754 

518,0 Jjord, Tliou. act my J^ord . . . . 6J9 
701 1 Ix)rd, turn not Tliy face away . . 293 
8050 Lord, Thy hcnvcnly groco import . 454 
540. C» Tjord, whilst we confess the worth 643 
519 OTjOrd, who now art seated. . . . 195 1 
719,0 Love Divine and golden .... 8(')3 
( ) Love Divine, how sweet Thou art ! 388 
C > liove Divine, that stooped to share 483 
352 O Love, how deep! how broad! how , 

19I high ! X04 , 

752 O Love of God, how strong and true ! 68 

1 30 ■<) Master, at Thy feet 920 I 

618 O niuan may seem this house of clay 165 1 
157 One swLctly solemn thought .■ . . . 580 [ 
174 One there is above all others ... 213 
851' One touch from Thee— the Healer of ' 

323 '■ diseases . . . • 9C7 ' 

616 , < hi Jordan's bank the Baptist's cry . 272 
670 ( »u J urdan's stormy banks I stand . 579 

i() not alone- iry saddest plight . . . 406 ' 
898 , On our way rejoicing as we homeward 

270I move S^* , 

753;OnwanI, -Christian soldiers .... 441 
324 . Onward let my children go ... . 442 
4600 Paradise ! O Paradise ! .... 581 

294 

500 i 

559 I 

J75 I 
914 

13J ■ 
166 , 
196 

455 I 
755 I 
407 , 

47. 1 

472 , 



men 220 i 

O Thoii, iny soul, forget no more . . 176 , 
O Thou, the contrite sinner's Friend . 214 
O Thou, the true and only Light . . 69a 

O Thou,, thrqugh suffering perfect ! 

made 786 , 

O Thou, to whom in ancient time . . ai 

O Thou ^hp camest from above . . 424 1 

857 OThop, Tirhoditlst the Temple fill . 779 1 

49 O Thop, who didst this rite reveal . 663 I 
24a\0 Tlao^, "V^o (jL\^a\.^\^\w^>scitf5^^. » ''-"^x. 
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<> irtun li He that tied the s 

O irtir dHHtld Inul'a BDns on 
O VtaA of Ood iusnute 
O wonbip the Kins . . ^ . 
O worihgi the Lord In the t 



FU.IIB or eIoit. ndment bright 

PeopUortfielitingGod 6x1 

PlmuDt In Thj ccrnrti iboTe . . . 6»a 

Pour out Thj Bphrlt tromou hMi . 631 

TniMt, mj tonlt tho Ktog of Hnrea 94 

!■»(», OtniM our God and KlDC. t£ 
l*r^B«llwiliOrd1 reheAiraiH,adoreHlm 
3^-aiBA to God, tmrnDrtAl praiH 



3 ShO" pity, Lori lor yre an 
ii'SWue, mietW Ood. nn'Bril 



bise yv the Lord, immortal quli 



f^uICT, Lord, Diyfro' 
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Iweel Is Che solace of Thy lore 
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Peach mel OLgrd, Thy holy nil ! '. 41a 
euder Shepherd, Thou baat stilled . 51S 
en thoiwind thousand are Thy bosU s"S 
ukt rqntic word of Thioe, Sove- 

ThM da/ of writl^ that dreadful day sS 
l^ChoKh of Q^ below S5J 

The day la gently slnkhig 10 ■ cloH ' 809 

Day oflKiuirwrtlDn l' ? ! ' ! iK 
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INDEX OP FIRST LINES. 



I 



I 



S6i 
158 



586 
79 
329 
587 
588 



ne King of lore my Shepherd is . 

Ibe leares around me falling . . . 

Ike Ij(»d be with us as we bend . . 
, Ihaliord is King; lift up thy roiee . 
i Ibe Lord is rich and merciful . . . 

: Tke liOrd is risen indeed 

i Tke Lord my pasture shall prepare . 
: The Lord my Shepherd is ... . 

ne Ij(»d wiU come ; the earth shall 
I quake 

The race that long in daiimess pined 

Ihe radiant mom hath passed away 

The roeeate hues of early dawn . . 

There is a blessed home 

There is a book, who runs may read 

There is a fountain filled with hloud 

There is a heaTen of perfect peace . 

There is a land of pure delight . . . 

There is a name I Ioto to hear . . . 

There is an eye that never nlceps . . 

There is a river deep and broad . . 

There is no night hi heaven .... 

There is no sorrow. Lord, too light . 

There's not a bird with lonely nest . 

Hie sands of time are siukiug . . . 

The Saviour calls, let every car . . 

The Saviour when to heaven He rose 

nie S<m of God goes forth to war . 

The spacious firmament on high . . 

1%e Spirit breathes upon the word . 

nie Spring-tide hour brings leaf and 
flower 

The star of mom has risen . . 

The strife is o'er, the battle done 

Tbe sun is sinking fast .... 

The true Messiah now appears . 

The world is old and siuf ul . . 

The year is gone, beyond recall 

The year is swiftly waning . . 

Thine arm, O Lord, in days of old 

Thine for ever ! God of love . . 

This day at Thy creating word . 

This is the day of light . . . . 

This stone to Thee in faith we lay . 

Thou art gone to the grave! but we 
will not deplore Thee 550 

Thou art gone up on high .... 

Thou art, O God, the life and light . 

Thou art the everlasting Word . . 

Thou art the Way : by Thee alone . 

Thou, dear Redeemer.dying Lamb . 

Thou glorious Sun of Righteousness 

Thou grace divine encircling all . . 

Thou hast stood here, Lord Jesus 

Thou hidden love of God, whose 
height 393 

Thou hidden source of calm repose . 139 

Thou, Lord, art love, and everywhere 71 

Thou, Lord, my path sbalt choose . 

Thou only source of true delight . . 

Thou only sovereign of my heart . . 

Thousands, O Lord of Hosts, this day 

Thou Son of God and Son of Man . 

Thou to whom the sick and dying . 

Thou who didst stoop below . . . 

Thou who hast known the careworn 
breast 812 



HYM.Ij HYMN 

89 'Thou very present aid 361 



819 , Throned upon the awful tree ... 179 
707 , Through all the various shifting scene 93 



Through endless years Thou art the 



same 



4a 

457 



187 j Through good report and evil. Lord 

91 1 Through the night of doubt and sorrow 603 

90 Thus far my God hath led me on . . 474 

Thy goodness, Lord, our souls confess 73 

Thy life was given for me 789 



Thy name. Almighty Lord ! 



811 : Thy service, Lord, Is nw delight 
590 j Thy way, not mine, O Lortl 



758 

486 

93 
664 



Thy ways, O Lord, with wifw design 
Till He come, O let the words . . 

'Tis my happiness l)elow 487 

'Tis sweet. O God, to sing Thy praise 684 
'Tis the jreat Father we adore ... 644 



i37';To-day Thy mercy calls 278 



7231 
596 

589 
724 
70 
916 
277 
629 

445 

80 

356 

817 
798 
188 
88f) 
203 
562 
840 
820 
787 
330 
673 
674 
770 



200 

81 

148 

221 



72 
5SI 



359 
360 

456 
904 
149 
788 
178 



To-morrow, Lord, is thine .... 379 
To oiu: Redeemer's glorious name . 140 
To Thee, Creator Spirit, now we flee 246 
To Thee, O Comforter Divine ... 247 
To Tliee, i) dear, dear Saviour . . 363 
Triiunphant Lord, Thy goodness reigns 74 



Ui' to the Lord that reigns on high . 54 



Vital spark of heavenly flame 



917 



Wake, harp of Ziou, wake again . . 76S 
Walking with Thee, my (Jod ... 394 
Walk in the light>-aud thou shalt own 41 1 
Was there ever kindest Shepherd . . 276 
Weary of earth, and laden with my sin 331 
Weary of wandering from my God . 463 
Weary souls that wander wide . . . 280 
Weary with my load of sin . . . . 332 



Wo bid thee welcome in the name . 630 
We bless Thee for Thy peace, O God 364 
We cannot always trace the way . . 365 
We gave oiurselves to Thee, O Lord . 645 
We give Thee but Thine own . . . 790 
Welcome, welcome, sinner, hear ! .281 
We limit not the truth of God ... 257 
We love Thee, Lord, yet not alone . 109 
We may not climb the heavenly steeps 222 
138 We plough the fields and scatter . . 827 
675 Wc praise and bless Thee, gracious 

Lord 458 

We praise Thee oft for hours of bliss 488 
Wo praise Thy grace, O Saviour . . 632 
Wo praise, we worship Thee, O God . 36 
We saw Thee not when Thou didst 

come 168 

We sing to Thee, Thou Son of God . 141 
We sing the praise of Him who died 180 
We thank Thee, Lord, for this faur earth 83 
Wc thank Thee, Lord, for using us . 633 
We walk by faith, and not by sight . 366 
We would see Jesus :— f or the shadows 

lengthen 918 

We've no abiding city here .... 527 
Whatcli<ie,tVsvst"«cst<J&^x^^«ia^ » » 's*. 



ZTbou whom my soul admires above . 62i\W\ia,\i coxiX^Vwa^RRftafcTasst ^^ . « . • '®''*" 
Tbou who our faithless hearts canat \WVxaX,ec\\3aXYioTiw»^«M^Oc^^^ 
read 3^\^Vtvtt.X.«tafte.O\iOTeL,^^5^^:|^«^'^^^ 
Tboi^ whose Almighty word . . . ?57YW\iaXm\x-Bfc\^>»Vi^^€CL^Jiwss^^ - 
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WliflnJenuaiDatocAMhof old. . e 
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WbuiilikaftMniintoDaariiihen. ; 

V/haa momlni fitai tbe ikiH . . . t 
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Your liA^p re trembllDff aaints 



INDEX OF SUBJECTS. 



heralds of Lord's advent, 155, 156, 

flODg and service of, 536. 
Boog of, for triumph of gospel, 759. 
welcome to heaven of, 571. 
witaesses of Lord's ascension, 190. 

jmlYenaTies— 

church members, annual meeting 

of. 605. 
henevolence, the service of the 

lord, 782, 783, 786. 
henevolence, worlcs of. bearing each 

other's burdens in, 792. 

dedication to the Lonl in, 

789. 

following Christ's example 

in, 781, 791. 

presence of Lord as wonder- 
worker in, 787, 788. 

stewardship in, 79^. 

— tender and charitable - spirit 
in, desired, 784. 

giving and lending to Giver of all 
good, 785. 

Association" Hymns j 604, 606, 
607. 

Ibristian Life, The— 

Its Commencement. 

blessing, "drops" of, desired, 289. 
coming to Christ just as we are, 314. 
conversion, wondrous change of, 

38r. 
•cross of Christ, lying low before, 

as last ref UKe, 332. 
day of mercy ana grace, prayer in, 

290. 
decision for Christ desired, 300. 
decision for Clirist, happiness of 

day of, 662. 
faith earnestly desired, 326. 
faith, hindrance to, lamented, 298, 
healing sought from the Lord, 287, 

302. 
mercy, prayer for, 296, 297. 
mercy, prayer for, of lowly and 

sorrowfuJ, 293. 
taercy-aeat, approach to, encoui' 
aged, 299, 30X. 



Chkistian Life, contimud— 

penitential return to God, 288. 
response to Savioiur's call, blessed- 
ness of, 305, 
sin's burden and guilt brought to 

Christ, 294, 306. 
sin's pain felt, 292. 
sacrifice of Christ, efficacy of. 320, 

essential to peace, 321. 

soul anchored in, 322. 

surrender to Christ, complete, 307. 

blessedness of, 323. 

in faith, 372. 

in love, 373, 380, 383. 

trust m Christ declared, 309. 
weak and wretched, prayer of, 291. 

Its Conflicts and Trials. 

army. Christian. 445. 

battle-song. Christian's. 443. 444. 

courage in conflict, 437. 

courage in darkness, conflict of, 440. 

cross and sufferings of Christ, shar- 
ing, 429, 430. 

cross, taking the, 431. 

intercession of Christ in trial 
sought, 434. 

march forward, summons to, 439, 

441. 
soldiers of Christ, 425, 443. 
thought of Lord Jesus invoked, 

31?. 
tribulation, way of, way of life, 438. 
watchfulness and grayer. 432, 433. 
watching and waitmg. 436. 

Its consolations. 

afflicted and faint, prayer of, 467. 
assurance of Lord's presence in 

fear. 476^ 483. 
burdened and bruised, prayer of, 

466. 
" clear shining after rain,'" 525. 
comfort. Divine, prayer for, 468, 471. 
discipline of sorrow, 477. 48r, 488. 
God's love, assurance of, in trial, 

« ,. 365. 

God s way best, 486. 
guidance of God's hand in darkness, 
491, 492. 



\ 



INDEX OP SUBJECTS. 



Christian Life, continued— 

light of the Lord leading through 
gloom, 493- 

looking unto Jesus, 348. 

mindfulness, the Lord's, desired m 
trial, 473. 

peace, the way to, through strife 
and baffled desires, 482. 

pity, the Lord's, invoked, 473. 

presence of God sought in depres- 
sion, 496. 

presence of €rod hidden hut near, 

349. 

resignation in trial, 475, 478. 

resignation to Lord's will, 479, 480. 

strength by the presence and tender- 
ness of the Lord, 341. 

sympathy of Ohrist in our woe, 469, 
475. 

sympathy of Heaven in earth's 
sorrows, 470. 

thankfulness in trial desired, 487. 

thirsting for God, 465. 

times, our, in God's hand, 484, 485. 

trust, encouragements to, 336, 344, 
347, 350. 

well {dways with the righteous, 528. 

Its Declension. 

declension lamented, 462, 464. 
invitation to return to God, 286. 
looking and looking again to Jesus, 

461. 
walk with God, closer, desired, 460. 
w^anderer, restoration of, 463. 

Its Happiness. 

assuring of the heart in Christ, 367. 
care and choosing of the Lord for 

us, 359- 
care, burden of, cast upon the Lord, 

3SS- 

communion with God, transfigura- 
tion of, 375- 

confidence in the Lord, songs of, 334, 

337- 
darkness, veil of, removed, 368. 
divine love, joy of, 351, 389. 
divine presence, joy of, 516. 
fulness of blessing in Lord Jesus 

Ohrist, 324, 361, 363, 387. 
heart at rest, the, 515. 
homeward way, joys of, 521, 523, 524, 

525. 529- „ 

indwelling, Divine, bringing Hea- 
ven's calm, 393. 
indwelling, Divine, life's consecra- 
tion, 395. 
joy and triumph in the Lord. 357. 
joy of earth and heaven in the Lord, 

382. 
life, the blessed, the way of, 352. 
peace, deep, in God, 364. 

perfect in Cimst, 361. 

prayer for, 354. 

pure in heart, blessedness of, 396. 
rejoicing in God, 514. 
rest, fulness of, in Divine love, 392. 
rest, under Almighty wings, 33S.339- 
trjjse^ its Wessedness, 350. 
WAlkmg with God, 394. 
ao4 



Christian Life, continued- 
Its Graces— Faith. 

faith, prayer of, 353, 362. 366. 
faith's only plea, Cnnst's death, 310. 

way on the sea, 342, 371. 

in the darkness, 369. 

to Heaven and God, in Ciirist, 

313- 
home, faith's vision of, 501, 503. 

life's burdens and joys all brought 

to Christ, 303. 

trust, childlike, 333. 

daily, 338. 

in Divme love, 365. 

trustful and lowly, prayer of, 340. 



Hope. 

hope, immortal, 521. 

hope s bright visions, 343. 

hope's view of Now and Afterward, 

519. 
Love. 

love, obedience of, 316. 
love to Christ, all things loss in 
comparison with, 319. 

for Himself alone, 384, 38s 

its possession questioned, 375. 

its tests, 374. 

though unseen, 379, 

love to God, life's transfiguration, 
391. 
Humility. 

humbler walk with God desired, 403. 
humility, prayer for grace of, 412. 
lowly thoughts, 413. 
quiet and childlike heart, desired, 

356- 
Holiness. 

dedication to €rod, 4S4* 
divine beauty of holmeBS, 393. 
fellowship with Christ, closer, 404, 

408. 
heart, pure and fervent, sought, 401, 

403. 

singleness of, desired, 325. 

surrender of, to Gk)d, 318. 

living and dying to Christ, ^8. 
obedience, devout desire for, 407, 

409, 410. 
obedience, filial, 399. 
readiness for life or death, 400. 
self -surrender, complete and final. 

330- 
true words in devotion desired. 398. 

walking in the pure light, 411. 

Jta privileges. 

Divine guidance, all-sufficiency of, 

494- 

m life's journey, 490. 

in the narrow way, 495. 

the one prayer, 408. 

grace, fulness and sufficiency of, 450. 

prayer for, 405. 

source of, in Clirist's indwel- 

\Vn%, "in . 
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Gospel Call, The— 

acceptance of it, urged. 277. 

accepted time, the, 269, 270. 

" come and "welcome, 264. 

freeness and miiversahty of, 275. 

heart opened to be the Lord's temple, 
267. 

immediate and urgent, 278, 279. 

Jesus, standing at the door, 271. 

jubilee, year of, 260, 268. 

recovery of lost, joy of earth and 
heaven in, 283. 

rejection of Saviour, solemnly depre- 
cated, 282. 

room for all, 285. 

sinners received by the Saviour, 266. 

stranger, the, at the door, 259. 

to love and obedience, 265. 

to repentance and faith, 273. 

to the heavy-laden, 284. 

to the wanderer, 274. 

to the weary, 258, 262, 280. 

to the sinful and contrite. 261. 

imiversal invitation to gospel feast, 
261. 

"way of the Lord," preparation for, 
272. 

welcome, the Saviour's, 276, 281, 331 

Heaven- 
abiding city, oUr, not here, 527. 
angels' welcome to, 571, 
anticipations of glory of, 565, 

567- 
bliss of, unimaginable and infinite, 

591. , 
desure of glory and society of, 568, 

.574,575- 

drawing nearer, 580. 

glory of, fadeless and pure, 590. 

gloiy of, not yet manifest, 587. 

home of blessedness and peace, the, 
586 

martyr-bands of. 592. 

" no night there," 589. 

preparation for, indispensable, 573. 

prospect of, alluring in earth's pil- 
grimage, 516. 

rapture of its paradise, longed for, 



566, 



)fren 



rest of, entered, praise for, 531, 533, 
535. 536. 

near, 530. 

not comprehended, 587. 

the sweeter for trials here, 

522- 
reunions of, eternal, 537. 
Saviour's presence, the, eternal rest, 

. 576. 
service of, more blessed than earth's, 

, 577. 
service of, pure and unwearied. ';85. 
songs and society of, ^72. 
songs of, blended with earth's, S34. 
triumph of, won through Christ and 

His Cross, 583. 
visions of, from afar, entrancing, 
. 569, 570, 579, 588. 
W'Ofl in s&fety, through perils manV 

aoo 



Holy Scriptures, The— 

breadth of. not yet explored, 257. 
light and glory of, 250, 255, 256. 
praise to God for, 234. 
prayer for deeper knowledge of, 686. 
wealth of wisdom and promise in, 

249. 252. 
worth of, transcendent, 251. 

Holy Spirit, The— 

Comforter, the, 243, 246, 247. 

grieving The, 237. 

invocations of, 229-240, 241, 242, 244, 

245- 
Fentecostal blessing of, 241. 
Sinai and Pentecost, 248. 

Jesus Christ, the Lord— 

His Advent and Birth. 

adoration of, at Bethlehem, 152, 157. 
advent of, 150, 151, 153, 158. 
heralded by angels, 155, 156, 159. 
mission of, 154. 

Hia Divinity. 

acknowledged as Lord and God. 147. 
fulness, glory, and mystery of Deity 

in Him, 148. 
humanity and Divinity of, 149. 
worshipped as King of Glory. 145. 
trusted and crowned as Divine, 146. 

His Earthly Ministry. 

example of loneliness and unselfish- 
ness, 160. 

made fi:esh and dwelling among us 
in sympathy and love, 165, 166, 
169. 

made like unto His brethren, 164. 

not where to lay His head, 161. 

stilling th^ storm, 162. 163. 

story of His life, faith in, 168. 

wonder-working presence of, sought, 
167. 

His Names and Offices. 

Beloved, The, 209, 210, 213. 
Example, 225, 228. 
Fountain of cleansing, 329. 
Friend, 206, 208. 211. 

all sufiScient, 215. 

sinner's, 214, 

unfailing, 212. 

universal, 220. 

High Priest. 201. 202, 204, 205. 
Light of world, 223, 224. 
Messiah, 203. 
Physician, the True. 287. 
Refuge, the only, 311. 
Rock of Ages, 327. 
Shepherd, 216-218. 
Way, Truth, and Life, 219-222. 

His Passion and Oioss. 

crucifixion, the, contemplated, i7o> 



175. 
- la 



last cry of. 172. 
BTttv^paXYi^ ^VWa. sorrows of, , 



I 



I 
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Jbai'4 Chuist, eontiMwd— 

glorying in the crofis of Christ, 173. 

lEk), t8i. 
humiliation and sufferings of Christ, 

devout remcmbranoe of. 177 
mindfulness of the Lord of His own 

suffering disciples. 178. 
salTfttion of man, purpose of Lord's 

sufferings, 171. 
trinmphal course of our Lord to the 

cross, 177. 

Hi» Retmrrecticn and Exaltation. 

ascended Lord, aspiration after, 
192. i03i 200. 
praise of, 189. 

preparing a place for us, 198. 

ascension, angelic witnesses uf, 190. 
ascension, the Lord's triumph in, 

188, iQi, 197. 
empty tomb, joyful assurances of, 

184. 
craltation of Christ, 104-196. 199. 
litany, i)eniteutia], rehoursinK the 

LonVs life, sufTeriugs, death, 

and exaltation, 295. 
resurrection of Christ, endless and 

universal joy in, 186. 

first-fruits of them that slept, 

182. 

shows work of redemption 

finished, 187. 

song of triumph for. 183. 

pledge of ours, 185, 554, 555. 

His Return and Tnumph. 

abounding blessin<:s of Lord's uni- 
versal reign, 747. 

abounding blessings and victories of 
the Lord's cowing, 744. 

" come. Lord Jesus, come quickly," 
740. 

delay of Lord's return, 739. 

earth's jubilee, song of, 745. 

Lord's coming, longing for, 756. 

nearness of, 748. 

prospect of, 746. 

song of triumph of Lord, last, 759. 

Hymns of Praise. 

" crown Him Lord of all,' no. 
•• crown Him with many crowns, ' 1 16. 
"hail. Thou universal Saviour," 119. 
Jesus Christ, " All in all," our, 139. 
Jesus Christ, beginning and end of 

our faith and asinration, 135. 
coming in mercy and gladness to 

save, 122. 
excellence and attractiveness of, 

infinite, 121. 
joy of loving hearts and their 

satisfaction, 126. 
King most wonderful, 132. 
King triumphant, 113. 
Lamb of Grod, worthy of all blessing 

and praise, ii7i 142, i43> 
love and condescension of, 136, 140. 
ziome of, and its charm, 138. 

preciousness, 123. 

•^ power, J24. 

sweetness, 120, 137. 



jEsr>i Chrikt, coHtinned- 

names of, glorious and manifold, 127. 
praise of, infinite and eternal, 128, 

129. 
present joy and future reward, 130. 
rejoicing in kingdom of, 174. 
sweetness of thought and presence 

of. 125. 
imiversal praise of, 141, 144. 
wonder-working i»ower of the grace 

of, 131, 3^1- 
wondrousness and fulness of the 

love of. 133, 
Word IncMmate, the, 115. 
worthy of nil praise and blessing, 

112, II}. 

Judgement, The Last— 

Christ's coming to, in majesty and 

power, 558. 
day or. its dread solemnities, 557, 

560. 
desired eagerly that all shadows 

may dissolve in its light, 559. 
first and second Advents contrasted, 

5^'i. 5^'3. 
preparation lor, urgent, 556. 
searcIiingH of heart in anticipation 

of, 564. 
world's passing hour, near, 562. 

Lord's Day, The— 

blessings of, joyful meditation upon, 

670, 671, 672. 
calmnc&s and rest of, 668. 
duties and privileges of, 667. 
evening blessing sought iu Divine 

healing, 685. 
morning aspirations and prayers of, 

669, 675. 
resurrection-morn of Christ, (/r6. 
significance of, manifold, C73, 674. 

Memorial Stones, Laying of— 

Christ, the comer-stone, 766. 
C'hrist, the Foundation, 767. 
Divine blessingsought on the services 
of the new sanctuary, 768, 769. 

Ministers- 
evangelists, prayer for increase of, 

625. 
minister, death of, 634. 
ministers, meetings of, 631. 632. 633. 
ministers, orcunation and recogni- 
tion of, 626-630. 

Missions— 

" arm of the Lord," invocation to, 

735- 
coming of the kingdom of God 

desired, 738. 
heathen, the cry of, for salvation 
, 743. ^ 
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MiSrtiONS, continued— 

" let the people praise Thee, Lord," 

737. 
missionaries, farewell to, 760, 761, 

762. 
morning of earth's new day desired, 

749. 7§3» 757. . ,^ , ,, ^ 
peace anticipated in the latter daj', 

736. 
power of the Holy Spirit invoked, 

triumph 'of Christ and His cross 

celebrated, 752. 
universal praise of God desired, 742, 

758. 
witnessing for Christ, preferable to 
knowledge of secret things, 

751. 
Word of God, diffusion of, urged, 741 
Zion, harp of, yet to awake again, 

765. 

National Byixms— 

fatherland, prayer for, 870. 

"give peace in our time, O Lord," 

876. 
"give peace, O Gk>d! give peace 

again," 875. , , ., , 

" God bless our native land, 869. 
humiliation, -day of, 873. 
** shine, mighty God, ou Britain 

shine," 872. 
thanksgiving, days of, 877, 878. 
thanksgiving for national favours, 

871. 
time of scarcity, prayer for, 874. 

Opening of New Houses of 
Prayer- 
dedication of new house, 777. 780. 
glory of Grod's presence and power 
invoked, 771. 773. 774. 775. 778. 
779. 
•• varied blessings" desired, 776. 
worship in heaven and earth one in 
Christ, 772. 

Ordinanoes, the Christian— 

Baptism. 

avowal made in, 645, 646. 

commanded, 638. 

exhortation to, 640. 

following Christ in, 635, 636, 637. 

639, 641. 
meaning and significance of, 643, 644. 
not ashamed of Jesus, 642. 

Lord's Supper, The, 

blessing in observance of, 648, 650, 

657. 659. 
called to, by Divine grace, 654. 
communion with Christ, 651, 652, 

653. 658. 
joyful participation in, 660, 66^ 
memorial of Ubrist, 6^. 
observance of, " tiJi He come," 649, 
664. 
remembrance of Christ in, 647, 655, 

union of Christ with His people, 661. 



Prayer Meeting, The— 

Divine presence, praise for, 719. 
God of revelation, the hearer of 

prayer, 253 
mercy-seat, calm and sure retreat, 

mercy-seat, way open to, 721. 
prayer, abounding blessings of, 709. 

for Divine help. 711. 

for the Divine presence, 726. 

for the manifestation of the 

Lord's presence, 715. 716. 

for the spirit of true prayer, 

717. 725. 

for the promised Comfortei:, 

714. 

golden hour of, 708. 

hindrances to, 727. 

joy in meeting for, 722. 

large petitions in, 710. 

Lord's sympathy with us iu, 



724. 

penitential, 712, 718. 

power of, 723. 

prayer meeting, the early morning, 
728. 

Monday evening, 731. 

work-day evening, 729, 730. 

Saturday. 732. 733- 

Providence— 

life-long continuance of. 84, 87, 88, 94. 

mysterious but loving, 85. 

showing a Shepherd's watchfulness 

and care, 86, 89, 90, 91. 
sure and unfailing though dark, 93. 
trustfully contemplated in all life's 

changes, 92. 

Redemption— 

forgiveness, superabounding and 

free, 97. 
grace abounding, 98, 99. 
mercy ; its heavenly sweetness, 108. 
redeeming love ; its joyful ecstatic 

praise, 103, 104, 105. 
redeemed soul, the. acknowledged 

to be the Lord's, no. 
redemption all of grace, 95. 

Jfift. most wondrous, of the 

God of wonders, 100. 

prayer to Christ for blessings 

of, 312, 317. 

surpassing creation, 102, 109, 

X18. 

universality of, 96. 

wonderful and glorious, loi. 

salvation, the joy of, overflowing, 
106, 107. 

Times and Seasons- 
evening hymns, 800-812. 
morning h]rmns, 793-799. 
life's short tale, 841. 
time, swiftness and flight of, 828 (ist 

ptA, %^i, %-i*. 
year, t\ve, \Va Tptowaitft, %\^. 
year, i\A fteaaotift, aa\,wTMv,^vi,^7o. 
c\o%e, ^2% V-jA ^V.-'N, ^"2^, ^TP. 
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TXMES AMD Seahons, continueil— 

spring. 815-817. 

summer, 8i8. 

'— winter, 821. 
year, the new, 833-840. 

Travel— 

omfidcnoe in God's guidance, 868. 
prayer for those at sea or on travel, 
867. 

vomiip— 

henedictions, 700, 701, 707. 
blessing sought in, 6S7, 690, 693. 
dose of service, 693, 695, 698, 099, 702, 

exhortation to, 676, 677. 

hoar by hour, continuous, round the 

globe, 706. 
invocation for Divine indwellin?. 

696,697. 
joy of, peaceful and rapturous, 678. 

683, 684. 
offered in the name of Christ, 601. 
parUng in peace from, 703, 704. 
united, the i>owLr of. 680 

7<mii£r, The, Services for- 

childhood's prayer, 843. 

children in heaven and on earth, 

844. 
ohildreors hosanna to the Lord, 

860. 
children's praises of the Lord Jesus, 

852. 
fervour and zeal of youth in the 

Christian life, 8(>2. 
first-fruits offered to God, 845. 
€rod's love in nature and life, 847. 
gospel story, the child's love of, 849, 

850. 
heart of youth offered to the Lord, 

851, 859. 
lambe, the Gentle Shepherd's care 

for, 846, 858. 
remembrance of the Creator in days 

of youth, 856. 
response of youth to the Divine call, 

861. 
Samuel's open ear and lowly heart, 

848. 



Services for the Young, continued— 

Sunday School, prayer for blessings 

on, 842. 
youthful pilgrims, prayer for, 854. 
youthful voyagers, prayer for, 853. 
youths golden time offered to the 

Lord, 855. 
wisdom's ways, ways of pleasantness, 

857. 

Hsmms for Private Use^ 

affliction, blessings of, 895, 898. 

consolations of, 002. 

consolation of the Saviour's 

presence in, 906. 
communion with God, 879, 880. 
consecration of heart and life to the 

Lord, 888-890. 
dead, the memory of, helpful to the 

living, 908. 
death, eagerly longed for, 919. 

ioyfully anticipated, 013. 

lonulint'Rs of, relieved by Di- 



vme pre.scnce, 9<m. 

nta pong ot 
917. 



spirit a song of triumph in, 



waiting for, 912, 915. 

death's putli.s, sunset-glory of. 911. 

diii tress, prayer in, 890. 

evening wor«hip, 886. 

Immanuers land, its glory near, 916. 

light at eventide, 910. 

Lord's table, araence from, la- 
mented, 903. 

morning worship, 882-885. 

penitence, 887. 

prayer, what it is, 881. 

public worship, absence from, la- 
mented. 904. 

trust and resignation in delayed 
answer to prayer, 907. 

trust in God, 891-804, (>oi. 

Saviour, the, all-Ruthciency of, 897. 

Saviour, the, iidelity and watchful- 
ness of, 900. 

Saviour's love, the one plea, 914. 

sickness, prayer for help in, 905. 

sorrow's blinded eyes relit, 899. 

vision of Jesus, the joy and gain of 
the future, 918. 

concluding hymn of praise to Jesus, 
920. 
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